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BY THE GATE OF THE SEA. 



CHAPTEE Vin. 

LoRRiMER leaving Mrs. Tregarthen felt like 
an emperor who has reconquered a rebellious 
province. He was one of those people who 
love success and hate failure, apart from 
consequences. He wanted what he wanted 
— ^exactly that or nothing — and if he had 
dug for water and struck gold, like the 
famous Mr. Dow, he would have felt 
aggrieved. He had gone out to seciu'e Miss 
Churchill, and the dij9Giculties which had been 
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cast in his way only made her services the 
more valuable to hope for, and more precious 
when secured. * The boys/ he said to him- 
self, rubbing his hands with vivacity, ' will 
be at the Eabbit Hutch. They shall have 
the news at once to begin with.' 

When he ahghted in the Strand and dis- 
charged the coachman, that personage was 
astonished at the Uberality of the payment 
Lorrimer tendered. The manager swaggered 
into the little room, beaming all over, but 
there was no one to meet him except the 
poet, who sat dejected with his folded arms 
upon the table. 

' I've seen her. Marsh,' cried Lorrimer, 
extending both hands. ' And what's more, 
my boy, she has consented to appear again.' 

' That is good news,' said the poet. 
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mournfully. * I congratulate you. Have 
you made any definite arrangement with 
her ? Have you — ^helped her ? ' 

* To everything the heart can wish for ! ' 
said Lorrimer. * Delicacies, wine, money, 
credit, and a coral for the baby. It was the 
coral that did the trick, my boy/ 

* The— the baby.^' said Marsh, with a 
bewildered air. 

' Ye-es,' said Lorrimer, rubbing his chin 
with the palm of his hand and regarding 

the poet with a half-reflection of his look. 
* A baby. I suppose it's all right. To tell 
you the truth. Marsh, I don't inquire into 
those matters. It's a question of principle 
with me.' 

The poet stretched out a hand and 
struck down heavily on the gong which stood 
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before him, and, on the appearance of the 
waiter, demanded brandy in a manner al- 
most tragic. 

* What's the matter ? ' asked Lorrimer. 
' You are out of sorts, dear boy.' 

* I am hipped,' said the poet with a sigh. 
* I am tired of the whole show, Lorrimer, 
and I wish that the drum would bang and 
the fiddles squeak no more. I should like 
to see the curtain ring down on the silly 
figures in the middle of the piece, but I 
must sit it out, I suppose, like the rest of 
us, though I'm sick of it and bored to 
death.' 

' Ah ! ' said Lorrimer, ' you're young, dear 
boy, and that's why you feel like that. 
When I was your age I felt older than 
Methusalem. By-and-by, you'll begin to 
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want to stick, and you'll get to like the 
piece very well.' 

There are few things more offensive to 
a young man than to be reminded of his 
youth by a senior. And for a poet and a 
man of fashion who had just expressed the 
yearnings of his soul (with what he felt 
to be a very pretty conversational style), to 
find himself compared with this florid vid- 
garian who called Methuselah Methusalem, 
was more than commonly galling. Lorrimer 
had never felt what he felt. The thing was 
impossible, but it was useless to argue, and 
the young man sat in a mournful and dig- 
nified silence, and sipped his brandy-and- 
water until the other members of the con- 
clave dropped in one by one, and Lorrimer be- 
gan to expatiate upon his own good fortune 
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and the great things he was going to do for 
Miss Churchill. 

*Look here,' said the manager, poking 
at the rotund figure of the man of the 
corner with his walking-cane. ' Here's a 
chance for you. You used to want to write 
a poetical comedy, you know.' 

'I trust,' said the man in the corner, 
' that we are not about to enter on a course 
of recrimination. Why should I be reminded 
of the follies of the past ? I have heard it 
whispered that a middle-aged, florid, fat 
nian who shall be nameless, had once a 
desire to play Komeo.* 

' No more of that, Hal, an thou lovest 
me,' said Lorrimer. * But if you can write 
a poetical comedy, my boy, here's the 
woman to write up to.' 
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'Sir,' said the man iii the comer, *I 
can write a poetical comedy as well as any 
whale in arctic waters can dance a saraband/ 

* Well/ cried Lorrimer, ' the man who 
writes a first-rate poetical comedy for Miss 
Churchill has made his fortune. I know 
that much.' 

* Good afternoon, gentlemen/ said the 
poet, rising wearily. There was some 
protest against his going, but he pleaded a 
non-existent engagement and got away. 
He turned disconsolately out of the Strand 
into Catherine Street, and after many in- 
determinate windings, found himself at the 
head of the dismal thoroughfare in which 
Mrs. Tregarthen had lodgings. He stood a 
full minute in hesitation, and one or two 
hurrying passengers hustled him. At last 
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he pulled his hat over his eyes, sighed, cast 
out both hands with a Uttle gesture of 
surrender, and walked home. 

On the afternoon of the day on which 
Mrs. Tregarthen entered her new abode, 
Lorrimer called and showed her two or 
three newspaper paragraphs. 

* The game is afoot already, madam,' he 
said, * and much as I was disappointed at the 
moment, upon my word I'm beginning to 
be glad that you threw me over last time. 
It has excited a certain curiosity and interest 
don't you see? Only — ^you mustn't do it 
again, you know. My credit and reputation 
are at stake.' 

She told him wearily that he might rely 
upon her, but she took no interest in the 
preliminary puffs of which Lorrimer was so 
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proud. She glanced at them and put them 
aside with so much languor that the manager 
took fright a little. 

' Upon my word/ he said, ' Tm afraid 
you're not well.' ' Or else,' he added 
silently, ' you're anything but sweet upon 
the business.' 

' I am very well,' she answered. 

^ Be candid with me,' urged the manager. 
'I may rely upon you? Now may I 
really ? ' 

'You may rely upon me,' she said; 
adding with more vivacity, ' I could not 
repay your kindness so poorly as to dis- 
appoint you a second time.' 

' There are managers,' said Lorrimer, 
' who in a case like tliis would take advan- 
tage of youth and inexperience. But I know 
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better ; for my own sake I know better. 1 
offer you such terms to begin with, that 
you can't improve your condition by running 
to anybody else. Before now, madam, I 
have galvanised the town into the temporary 
acceptance of a Duffer. Histrionic genius, 
with Lorrimer behind it, is guaranteed 
success. We shall take up a permanent 
residence on the grounds of Thomas Tiddler, 
madam, and shall pick up gold and silver. 
But — will you forgive me for hinting at it ? 
— ^you must study, you must work — there is 
nothing to be done without it.' 

* You shall not have reason to find fault 
with me in that respect,' said Mrs. Tregarthen. 
' I shall be willing to rehearse as much as 
you please.* 

The prospect inspired her with inward 
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reluctance. There is a charm in the life of 
a successful actress which any woman can 
recognise for herself, even without the aid of 
experience. But Miss Churchill had her 
experience already, and a stage career no 
longer showed all rose-colour to her. The 
stage-door haunter, the green-room haunter, 
the insolent puppy in the stage-box or 
the dress-circle, the coarse-tongued stage- 
manager, the Banished Duke, who when on 
country tour contrived to smell of onions, 
gin, and stale tobacco all at once, the tittle- 
tattle and scandal and envy of the women, 
and the lidless dragon eye of professional 
jealousy amongst the men, had all combined 
to dismay and disgust her. She knew that 
many of the miseries she had endured afore- 
time would be modified. Lorrimer was an 
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amazing improvement on the travelling 
manager, for instance. She could rely 
upon him, not merely for the payment of 
her dues, but for manly protection if she 
needed it ; but at its best the inner life of a 
theatre was not to her taste, and she looked 
forward to a resumption of her old pursuit 
without enthusiasm. Arthur would know 
of it, too, but there was nothing in the 
world which could increase the distance be- 
tween herself and him. She even thought, 
as she looked everywhere for excuses, that 
her resumption of her old life might help to 
bring peace to him by completing their 
estrangement. He would be able to 
despise her so heartily that he would cease 
to regret her. There was no form of 
mental self-torture which she n^lected, 
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and none seemed to afford her much 
rehef. 

When she had been in her new quarters 
a day or two, and had provided herself 
with a promising nurse for the baby, she 
sat down and wrote a letter, which had for 
its effect the return of her younger sister. 
The sensible child had been sent away to 
a small country boarding-school, and the 
poor lady had expended almost her last 
jewel in providing her with that temporary 
refuge from those stem ills of life which had 
faced them both in their latest lodging. 
She had hoped to make some sort of refuge 
permanent for her, and to that end she had 
written a novel, and had sent it to two or 
three publishers only to find it rejected 
by them all. 
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' Oh I * cried the sensible child, beholding 
the baby for the first time, ' what a beauty ! 
Oh, Clara, whose is it ? ' 

* It is mine, my dear,' said the mother, 
smiUng sadly as she bent over the infant. 

' Isn't it Arthur's as well ? ' asked the 
sensible child. 

' Yes,' answered the wretched runaway. 
* It is Arthur's and mine ! ' A tear fell on 
the dimpled hand her own supported, and 
she wiped it furtively away. 

* She is Uke Arthur,' said the child, ex- 
amining the baby with the look of a con- 
noisseur. ' Her eyes are like Arthur's. 
Clara, what makes children like their 
fathers and mothers ? Am I like papa ? ' 

'Yes, dear,' said the mother, bending 
over the child and feigning to arrange some 
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trifle of its dress to hide her eyes, ' you are 
very like him/ 

' Qara/ the child asked suddenly, ' didn't 
you like Gorbay better than London ? ' 

' Yes, dear;, much better.' 

'I didn't Uke the last place,' said the 
child. 'It was very nasty, and the old 
woman was nasty. This is better; but I 
like Gorbay better, ^nd Tregarthen is lovely. 
Shall we go back to Tregarthen ? Why do 
the people call Arthur the same name as the 
island ? ' 

Her sister had not the heart to forbid 
her these painful themes, but allowed her to 
ramble on, and answered her when she 
could. In the midst of the child's chatter, 
Lorrimer was announced. 

'I have brought an agreement, madam,' 
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he said, after a fatherly salutation. * I have 
had it drawn up by a lawyer, and before 
you sign it I should advise you to consult 
a legal adviser on your own side. There's 
nothing like having this sort of matter fairly 
understood at the beginning, and this httle 
document binds us both for three years. So 
you see it's a question of some importance, 
and you'd better be sure that your interests 
are properly looked after. It's in duplicate, 
you observe ; and all that is to be done is 
for me to sign your copy and you to sign 
mine. Now when can you see your lawyer ? ' 
'Let me see the document, Mr. Lor- 
rimer,' she answered ; and he handing it to 
her, she read it through. ' I think I under- 
stand it well enough,' she said then ; ' and 
I am sure I can trust you, sir.' 
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'Madam/ said Lorrimer, with the con- 
fidential family-adviser manner strongly- 
marked, ' trust nobody. Nobody. I know 
no more fatal habit than that of confidence.' 

Mrs. Tregarthen smiled quite cheerfully, 
the first time for many a day. 

' I quite understand the agreement,' she 
said ; ' and I am willing to bind myself by 
it. I think the terms you offer very favour- 
able, sir, and I hope you will not have cause 
to repent them.' 

' I have but seen you in three characters, 
madam,' returned the manager, approaching 
her, pen in hand ; ' but there are not many 
men in the world who know their business 
better than George Augustus Lorrimer ; and 
I am pretty sure of my ground, madam, 
pretty sure of my ground.' 

VOL. II. c 



i8 BY THE GATE OF THE SEA. 

At the close of this speech he handed 
her the pen with a bow, and she signed her 
name at the foot of the document which lay- 
before her. Lorrimer drew up a chair to 
the table, seated himself, and assuming a 
pair of gold-rimmed eye-glasses, which were 
of no service to him, signed the duplicate, 
like a stage emperor signing away a pro- 
vince. 

' There, madam ! ' he said as he arose, 
'we are now bound for a term of three 
years, and nothing but death or mutual 
consent can separate us for that space of time/ 

Miss Lina, the sensible child, had ob- 
served all this with open eyes. 

'Clara,' she said in a whisper at her 
sister's ear, ' you haven't married this 
gentleman, have you ? ' 
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' No,' answered Mrs. Tregarthen, aloud ; 
* this is a matter of business which you 
cannot understand.' 

The child caught her sister's tone, and 
spoke aloud also 

' But you're not going to marry him, are 
you, Clara ? ' 

In spite of herself Mrs. Tregarthen 
blushed scarlet ; but Lorrimer with an 
unctuous stagey chuckle stooped and patted 
the child's head. 

*No, my dear,' he said, with a grand- 
fatherly intonation. ' There is no intention 
of that sort in your sister's mind, I am sure. 
And for my own part,' continued Lorrimer, 
suddenly quitting the grandfatherly attitude 
and manner, and bowing jauntily at Mrs. 
Tregarthen, 'I am quite a resolved old 
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bachelor, and not even Miss Churchiirs 
inestimable charms could persuade me to 
the sacrifice of liberty/ He saw vaguely 
that this style of waggery was scarcely 
suited to the lady's taste, and became 
disconcerted. 'Though I am sure,' he 
added, by way of atonement for a possible 
blunder, ' that if any charms could pierce a 
thrice-armed heart Miss Churchill owns 
them.' 

This being no better received than the 
former compliment, Lorrimer became al- 
most sheepish for a moment, but speedily 
recovering himself, departed, with the stately 
grace and cordiality of a beau of the old 
school, returning immediately with a legal 
air, to secure the document signed by Mrs. 
Tregarthen, the which he folded and 
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pocketed with a businesslike frown, and then 
relapsing into smiles again bowed himself 
away finally. 

'That is a very funny gentleman,' said 
Miss Lina, gravely. 

'He is a very good man, my darling,' 
returned her sister, 'and has been very 
kind to both of us/ 

She was so unworldly that no touch of 
suspicion was in her mind when she thought 
of Lorrimer and the baby's coral. It is 
probable that she would have conceived 
that device to be no less than diaboUcal 
if she had pierced its meaning, but the 
manager was blown out with pride at his 
own knowledge of human nature whenever 
he remembered the expedient. 

' Lorrimer,' he would say, wagging his 
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jovial head, ' you know your way about, 
dear boy. It was the coral that did the 
trick. You are a bachelor, Lorrimer, but 
you are not unacquainted with feminine 
human nature.' 

But after all, there had been much 
genuine kindness mixed up with his busi- 
ness motives, and a woman might be trusted 
to find out as much and to be grateful for it. 

When he had Miss Churchill's signature 
at the foot of his agreement, and the docu- 
ment was once in his pocket, Lorrimer 
exulted and beamed. He went about all 
day to places where he was hkely to meet 
the men he wanted — shady old public 
houses which have outlived their reputation 
now, and no longer give shelter to dramatic 
critics — and drawing one of them aside 
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when found, would hum a secret in his ear, 
a secret confided as a particular favour to 
him alone, and would then hie away to 
another, with unfailing industrious men- 
dacity, liming his twigs for. the British 
pubhc. Next morning, by the separate 
influences of the gentlemen whom Mr. Lor- 
rimer had primed, the whole world was 
made aware of the facts that an engagement 
had been entered into by the Miss Churchill, 
who had once disappointed London play- 
goers, to appear at the Mirror Theatre, and 
that she had entered into a three years' 
contract with the manager of that favourite 
house. 

But Lorrimer did more than this, for he 
was a master in his way, and could puff as 
well as any man alive. Artful paragraphs 
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went down to the provincial papers (which 
were not so well off for London news as 
they are now, when every one of them is 
level with the great journals of the capital), 
and these paragraphs were artfully trans- 
planted to the columns of the nietropolitan 
organs, until the bruit of Miss Churchill's 
coming was in all men's ears. Lorrimer 
kept her constantly supphed with the news 
of his achievements in this way, and fright- 
ened her more than he guessed. Every 
one of the manager s prehminary bangs at 
the drum sent a nervous fear through her 
heart, and she had a premonition of failure 
and disaster. She had no stage-passion to 
buoy up her sinking spirits, and the memory 
of her husband's scorn for the business upon 
which she had a second time embarked 
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would have made her run away from the 
enterprise altogether but for her own native 
loyalty and the thought of her child and 
sister. It was to be all so different, too, 
from her actual experiences of the stage. 
She would no longer contrast with the 
failures of the provincial theatres, but would 
have to move side by side with the best 
actors of London and one of its best 
actresses. For Lorrimer, in his own phrase, 
was ' going for the gloves,' and was getting 
together a picked company. He meant 
to have such a glare and blare of triumph 
in London that when the time came for 
the provinces, playgoers should be on the 
tiptoe of expectation there ; and then with 
his one star, and a cheap scratch company, 
he would gather in money by the hatful. 
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The company being once got together 
were rehearsed severely. The pale gentle- 
woman, young and sad, did not promise 
well for the ideal Eosahnd of any one of 
them when she first came amongst them. 
But the spirit of the scene began to lift her, 
and when Orlando, even in his frock coat 
and tall hat — most un-Orlando-like — was 
supposed to have overthrown the boastful 
wrestler, and she dropped the meaning 
words, ' You have wrestled well and 
overthrown more than your enemies,' the 
sweet voice and perfect intonation lingered 
on the players' ears like music, her figure 
grew all grace, and her face all sympathy. 
Eosalind trod the stage in Victorian attire, 
and the brightest and tenderest of Shake- 
speare's conceptions took concrete form for 
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all who heard and saw. This triumph was 
achieved at the first rehearsal, and the report 
of it raised expectation high amongst those 
who interested themselves in the matter. 
Actors are a jealous race, and as a con- 
sequence there is no class of people who 
praise one another so unreservedly ; for 
jealousy is not a pretty passion, and its 
owner will generally go out of his way to 
hide it. So when Mrs. Tregarthen's com- 
peers had once made up their minds that 
she would inevitably outshine them all, they 
gave her the most unstinted laudation 
everywhere, and the whole theatrical world 
got into a ferment about her. 

In the earlier rehearsals the old stagers 
went through their work anyhow, mumbling 
inarticulately, and cutting down the im- 
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mortal sentences without remorse in their 
hurry for the cue, but Eosalind would not 
mutilate her lines, and could not, for her 
life, speak them at all without speaking 
them as they ought to be spoken. It came 
about, therefore, that from the central 
figure of the piece a gentle inspiration shone 
out to all the rest, until they began to reflect 
it ; and the dullest old stager began to work 
with something of his youthful spirit. 
Lorrimer saw this and exulted. He worked 
as only a theatrical manager has to work, 
entreating, arguing, persuading, com- 
manding — employing sweetest suasive art 
on Ceha; with more than Chesterfield's 
politeness begging leave to.difierwith old 
Adam or Touchstone on some point of 
detail ; or pouring forth wild streams of 



BY THE GATE OF THE SEA. 29 

passionate objurgation upon the carpenters. 
He was ubiquitous, and seemed, like Ariel in 
the storm, to divide, and burn in many places. 
But all things have an end, and at 
length the final rehearsal was over, the last 
note of the music arranged and practised, 
the last costume perfected, the last stroke of 
the paintbrush dry, and even the clumsiest 
super had learned his final lesson. The 
great night was upon London, and only a 
million or two of its inhabitants were 
altogether unmoved and apathetic. The 
house was crowded. The destiny of the pit 
was not yet decreed, and the most sympa- 
thetic and most experienced of playgoers and 
truest of play-lovers were not scorned. The 
oldsters were there, grave, almost severe, 
prepared to utter judgment. The profes- 
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sional critics were in the dress circle, where 

they could really see the piece and were not 

half brained by the cymbals and the comet 

iu the entr'acte as they are m these 

advanced days. Beauty, wit, fashion, and 

old experience filled the house, and Miss 

Churchill, who had long since been dressed, 

and eager in her nervous terror to face them 

all and get the ordeal over, was led by the 
triumphant yet anxious Lorrimer to take a 

peep at the crowded benches and the wide 

sweep of the glittering circles. She went 

back to her own room quaking, and when 

she tried to think of her part she discovered 

that she had forgotten her first words. She 

referred to them, and they looked at her un - 

familiarly from the manuscript. 'I show 

more mirth than I am mistress of.' Great 
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heavens ! She had to be mirthful, and in 
the presence of that terrible crowd. 

She had heard of this swift and sudden 
disease many a time, and knew it by the 
name of stage fright; but she had never 
guessed what it might mean until now. It 
numbed every faculty of the mind. She could 
think of nothing, and remember nothing. 
It left her physically helpless, too, and 
reduced her to a very statue of cowardice. 

The orchestra was industriously scraping 
and blowing its way to the final musical 
spasm of the overture, and she felt that the 
time of disgrace and despair was near. 
The music ceased, the house applauded, 
a bell rang thrice, the house applauded 
anew, and the time of disgrace and despair 
was nearer still. In a little time there came 
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a tap at her door, and the call-boy de- 
manded Miss Churchill. She must needs 
go — there was no help for it. She took a 
hasty sip of water, and walked like an auto- 
maton to her place in the wings. Celia 
was there already, and slipped an unsympa- 
thetic arm about her waist in readiness for 
the business of the stage, for they went on 
twined together like two of the three graces. 
The band finished its little intermediate 
flourish, and somehow Kosalind was on the 
stage with a sound like the noise of the sea 
in her ears, and she was ready to sink and 
die. Celia spoke — 

' I pray thee, Eosalind, sweet my coz, 
be merry ! ' 

The two women melted apart from their 
embrace at this point, and Kosalind stood 
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alone. There was a pause. It came out 
afterwards that it was no longer than it well 
might have been, but to Miss ChnrchilVs 
heart it was quite a gulf of time. Then — 
but how it came about she never knew — 
she found courage and memory to speak, 
and before the first little speech was over 
her stage fright had flown at the reassuring 
sound of her own voice, and she knew by 
an instinct which is common to actors of 
both sexes, that the house had settled down 
with that new resolve to listen which is 
the result of a first favourable impression. 
Before she had taken the chain from her 
own neck to give it to Orlando, she had 
won every heart in the house. Lorrimer 
stood at the wing to welcome her with rubi- 
cund smile and outstretched hands, and the 
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house thundered behind her. It was a 
night of triumph, and the triumph mounted 
in a steady crescendo. The actress curt- 
seyed her acknowledgments again and again 
before the curtain, and then went home and 
cried bitterly, with fame and fortune at her 
feet. Whilst she cried, half a score of prac- 
tised pens were running nimbly in her 
praise, and half a score of critical intelli- 
gences were doing their best not to be run 
away with, and some of them were not 
succeeding, as the result of the next day 
declared. Miss Churchill's name was newly 
blown abroad, Miss Churchill's fame was 
established and her fortune made. 

But Mrs. Tregarthen had defied her 
husband, and now began to see all manner 
of possibilities which might have come 
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about to reconcile him if she had not made 
this fatal step. A day before all these 
possibilities had been impossible; but now 
she beUeved in them. She was unstrung 
by the night's excitement, and had real 
cause for sorrow and self-blame enough. 
To shine in the eyes of the world, to charm, 
to dazzle, to be applauded by listening 
crowds, to have her comings and goings 
chronicled in the public prints as if she 
were a queen — what was all this to her 
when she had lost Arthur ? 

Curious that any one human being 
should mean so much to any other ; and 
yet be no wiser, no handsomer, no more 
loyal, valiant, tender, than a round million 
of his fellow men ? 
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CHAPTEE IX. 

It became known that there was some sort 
of secret understanding afoot between the 
poet and the man of the corner. They 
were found together in the small chamber 
in the Strand holding earnest converse, 
which was suspended on the arrival of any 
chance new-comer. Callers upon the man 
of the comer found the poet in his cham- 
bers, and callers upon the poet in his more 
artistically furnished apartments in the 
West, met there the man of the corner. 
They sat together on a summer's day 
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with the mellow sunshine struggling through 
cobwebbed windows, and showing the dust 
upon the threadbare carpet and the bat- 
tered furniture. There were foils, and 
singlesticks, and boxing-gloves upon the 
walls, and a gun and a fishing-rod or two 
in the comers of the room. The man 
of the comer lounged collarless in sUppers 
and dressing-gown, and the poet sat at the 
table, pen in hand, with a pile of manu- 
script before him. 

' I think it will do. Smith,' said the poet, 
doubtfully. 

'My Bard,' said the sKppered lounger, 
* it will do. It is not Shakesperian ; but it 
will do. We are humbler than we were 
a year ago, Marsh, and the reviewers did us 
good. They humbled us, and chastened 
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OUT style a bit, and we know now how 
many poetic beans make five. We used to 
think it took fifty, didn't we ? * 

*I fear I did,* said the poet, with a 
blush. ' You've been very kind to me. 
Smith, and I'm immensely obliged to you/ 

* The wounded is the feeling heart,' re- 
turned the other. ' I will tell you a secret. 
I, William John Smith, writer of melodrama 
and wholesale merchant in murder, was 
Horace Montmorenci.' 

* You ? ' cried the poet. 

' 1. None other. It was this hand that 
wrote " The Demogorgon." It was upon this 
head the scalping knife of the reviewer fell. 
I sufiered before you. I roasted at the fire 
of public scorn and laughter for a year. 
When I saw you scalped and bleeding at 
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the stake, I felt for you, and as each red 
reviewer hurled his tomahawk, one heart 
was moved to pity. It was mine.' 

The poet arose and shook hands. ' We 
are brethren in misfortune,' he said, with a 
somewhat ghastly smile. 

* Eespect my awful secret,' said his com- 
panion. *Let us change the theme. Can 
we brighten the last act with a murder ? I 
have never made so long a literary journey 
without blood. Let us sacrifice a victim to 
propitiate the gods.' 

'Well,' said the poet, Tm afraid we 
must leave the gods unpropitiated. A 
murder would be a little out of place in a 
poetical comedy — ^wouldn't it ? Eh .^ ' 

* A suicide ? a divorce ? a bigamy ? a 
forgery? I pine for my accustomed diet. 
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I will have a fuller-flavoured villain than 
common in my next/ 

* Upon my word, Smith/ cried the poet, 
earnestly, * I wouldn't do that sort of work 
if I were you. There is not a lovely £Emcy 
or a graceful line here,' laying his hand 
upon the manuscript, * that isn't yours. 
There is not a subtle touch of observation 
or of human natiure that isn't yours. I 
brought you a feeble ricketty child, and 
you have tended it and nurtured it, and you 
give me back a beautifiil woman. Why 
should a man like you waste himself on 
melodrama ? ' 

* I get an honest living,' said the lounger. 
'I reward virtue and I lash vice. I 
never leave an unrepentant villain happy, 
or a good man in adversity. And I am at 
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home in my work, and I can do it. As for 
what you are pleased to say about my share 
in this work — ^let me tell you the truth. I 
am an old literary craftsman, and a pretty 
good one. You are a young literary crafts- 
man, and your hand is not yet firm. But if 
you will be humble about it, and will not 
take pride to yourself, and will not think 
that genius is everything and patient labour 
nothing, you will do work I cannot do and 
never could have done, and you will give 
harmless delight to many people, and be 
remembered for a generation or two. Only 
— ^labour, patience, humiUty — ^humility, 
patience, labour. These, my poet, make 
talent pass for genius very often, but they 
make genius resplendent.* 

The poet sat silent for awhile. 
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* And you think/ he said, after this pause, 
' that we had better send it to Lorrimer ? ' 

'Certainly. With the stipulation that 
we depend not upon his judgment, but 
upon that of Miss Churchill. I have 
written a good deal for Lorrimer, and I 
respect his judgment on my own wares. 
He has a rare palate for a murder, but the 
flavours of this work are too delicate for 
him. I shall tell him so/ 

*If she will but undertake the part,' 
cried the poet, 'what a creation she will 
make of it.' 

' She is a great actress,' said the other, 
' and her style grows riper. But have you 
noticed, Marsh ? I meet her here and there 
on Sunday evenings. She is successful, but 
she is not satisfied. She is not a happy 
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woman. Her sorrows are not querulous, 
but resigned.' 

* I have not noticed it/ said Marsh. * I 
only see her upon the stage.' 

' Do you know/ said the writer of 
melodrama, *I admire her infinitely. Her 
blameless private life, her charity — she has 
an ill word for nobody, not even for the 
fools who pester her because she is an 
actress. I have felt once or twice an 
electric sensation in the right foot, indica- 
tive, as I beheve, of a desire to boot a 
noble swell or two who hover in her train.. 
But to give way to that desire would only 
create a scandal, and the snobs must be 
allowed to flutter until she meets some good 
fellow who will marry her and take her 
away from the theatre.' 
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'That would be a loss to the theatre/ 
said Marsh. 

* And a gain to her/ returned his com- 
panion. ' No woman can live in art and be 
happy. Her place is by the hearth. She 
must have a man to waste her affections on, 
and children to suffer for, before she can 
really be at peace.' 

' Shall I send on the play to Lorrimer, 
or will you?' asked the poet, after a 
minute's pause. 

' I will,' said the playwright. * It is so 
much more your work than mine that I can 
praise it with the better face.' 

' And I shall hear the verdict from you ? ' 

'Just so. Are you going? Lorrimer 
shall have it at once. Good-bye.' 

' I am going down into Berkshire,' said 



BY THE GATE OF THE SEA. 45 

the poet, shaking hands and taking up his 
sombrero; 'but my letters will be for- 
warded. Good-bye.' 

William John Smith, being left alone, lit 
a pipe, and took a tumbled heap of papers 
from a drawer. Then he selected a pen, sat 
down at the table with the tumbled papers 
before him, and tried to think about work. 
But the day was languid and he was lazy, 
and in a minute or two he threw down the 
pen and resigned himself to his fancies. 
Eonald Marsh came uppermost. 

'William John,' said the idler, staring 
abstractedly out of the window, * you have 
done that young man a power of good. 
The sentiments you so eloquently express in 
conversation and so consistently ignore in 
private life are teUing on him. And he 
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wanted that hiding from the reviewers. It 
did him good, and helped to drive out of 
him the most intolerable puppyism with 
which any man of my time has been 
afficted. There are the makings of a good 
fellow in him, and they will not be wasted/ 

Unconscious of this criticism the poet 
went down to Berkshire, leaving the dusty 
whirl of London fashion behind him,* and 
awaited (with what patience he could find) 
Miss Churchill's judgment on the poetical 
comedy. It fell upon a day that he set out, 
long-cloaked, long-haired, and sombrero'd, 
for a country walk, and being athirst and 
weary, stepped into an inviting little road- 
side inn and asked for sherry and soda. 
The room in which he sat was comfortably 
shaded and prettily dappled by a few stray 
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flecks of sunlight. There were roses at the 
diamonded casement, the window was open, 
birjds twittered about the fields outside, a 
hostler in the yard to the right made a 
soothing noise of hissing and splashing as he 
washed the legs of a farmer's cob, and it 
was difficult to believe that there were 
griefs, or heartburnings, or jealou^es, or 
troubles of any sort upon the surface of a 
planet which owned so peaceful and quiet a 
haven of rest as this. 

* Hostler!' said a voice outside, 'see 
that there hoddity in the cloak and wide- 
awake goin' in just now ? ' 

* I see him, sir,' replied the hostler. ' It's 
my lady's brother-in-law down from Lou- 
don, sir.' 

' My eye ! ' said the first speaker, ' he's 
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a caution, ain't he? What's he wear his 
hair that long for ? Like a gell's, ain't it ? ' 

* Well, you see, sir,' said the hostler in 
a philosophic and reflective tone, ' there's 
a sort as would sooner be stared at and 
laughed at, than not stared at at all.' 

'That's a rare good by- word, hostler,' 
said the other. ' You shall have a pint for 
that, anyway.' 

The poet stealthily arose and closed 
the window. It was sufficiently unpleasant 
to have overheard this conversation, and 
it would have been still more disagreeable 
to have it known that he had overheard it. 
He tried to dismiss it from his mind as a 
piece of unmeaning insolence ; but it would 
not be dismissed. The hostler's philosophy 
as it apphed to a class at large was sound. 
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There were many people in the world — 
the poet was assured of it — ^who would 
much rather be laughed at than left un- 
noticed. Was he one of them ? He 
thought not ; he felt certain he was not. 
But did he look like one of them ? Did he 
commonly pass for one of them ? He had 
grown so accustomed to his own sartorial 
eccentricities that he himself had almost 
ceased to think about them. He had 
assumed them in the folly of youth as a sort 
of badge and proclamation — a sign of his 
oflSce as Vates. It was possible enough, 
now he came to think of it, that the cloak, 
the sombrero, and the long hair had some- 
thing to do with the prodigious roasting 
he had received at the hands of the 
reviewers, for he had been a familiar figure 
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about town and in society, and was likely 
to be known by sight to most of them. 
When he thought of the sounding of the 
drums which had gone before the publica- 
tion of his poems he blushed all over. The 
hostler's philosophy sank deep, and the 
poet departed from that wayside inn 
carrying a hard-earned bit of wisdom with 
him. 

Mr. Eonald Marsh justified Wisdom of 
her latest birth by discarding the hat and 
cloak, and by having his hair cut. When 
he had made these changes, he felt 
absurdly ashamed of himself, and fearful 
of appearing before people who had known 
him in his old aspect; but he conquered 
these sensations in a little while, and was 
content to go about like an average 
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Christian, and to carry no badge of genius 
upon him. 

Such great events from little causes 
spring, that the chance overhearing of a 
hostler's speech made a tender lifelong 
friendship possible for our poet, and thereby 
so purified him and lifted him as to make 
him at last an exceptionally good man, and 
a very tolerable playwright. 

Miss Churchill read the poetical comedy, 
and thought well of it. The practised 
writer of melodrama had seen to the 
situations, and though he had chosen to be 
modest about his part of the work, he had 
enriched its dialogue and motive, until the 
poet's simile of the ricketty child and the 
beautiful woman was very fairly descriptive 
of the changes he had wrought in it for the 
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better. But there were still things which 
the stage instinct of the actress rejected; 
and news came to the poet that Lorrimer 
and Miss Churchill desired to meet him 
and his collaborateur, with a view to the 
removal of certain blemishes in the piece, 
and then to its early production. This an- 
nouncement was at once a source of dehght 
and uneasiness. To be played by Miss 
Chm-chill was fame and glory enough in 
itself. To meet Miss Churchill after his 
encounter with her at Tregarthen was not 
a pleasant thing. Looking back at that 
meeting, he felt that he had intruded himself 
impudently, and he remembered the mag- 
nificent snub his insolence had deservedly 
received. And apart from that — not to 
pretend disguise about a matter which must 
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be tolerably plain by this time — ^Eonald 
Marsh had been falling more and more in 
love with the actress since the hour when 
he had discovered her poverty, and he was 
by this time farther gone than any man can 
be with safety. He had admired her, 
and had then had to pity her pro- 
foundly, and then to admire her anew, 
and now he had been thinking of her for 
months, whilst he laboured at his comedy, 
with her voice constantly in his ears and 
her form and face constantly before his 
eyes. 

He had listened anxiously to whatever 
news of her private life had reached him. 
Her record was blameless. No reproach 
came near her. 

It was not easy to encounter her again, 
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with her. She on her side was prepossessed 
with the poet, and treated him kindly. He 
was a gentleman and cultured ; he never 
pestered her with flatteries; and she, who 
had a native inclination to worship genius, 
thought she discovered a touch of that rare 
quality in him. So the poet was admitted 
to a sort of intimacy, and, being busy upon 
a second comedy, was allowed certain half 
business -Hke half friendly conferences 
about it, and was so lured forward that, 
after hanging back with all his might, he 
surrendered suddenly and went all the 
way. 

The Lady Marguerite Capucine was a 
woman whose delight it was to know singers, 
musicians, actors, authors, and such curious 
folk, and she preferred a fashionable actress 
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to any other lioness who roars. The Lady 
Marguerite had found her way to Miss 
Churchill, and being herself a charming 
woman (apart from the one eccentricity 
which prompted her to be a trouble to all 
the intellectual people she could lay her 
hands on), had at first secured the actress's 
liking and regard. A little coolness sprang 
up between them, however, on the ground 
that Lady Marguerite had asked Miss 
Churchill to obhge a httle circle of her 
guests one day by the recital of a scene 
from As You Like It Miss Churchill took 
it ill that this request should be made to 
her, and excused herself courteously but 
coolly. The hostess took it iU that the 
actress should decline, and ' my deared ' 
Miss Churchill something more than she 
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need have done for the rest of the evening, 
and began to dislike her. 

This breach the poet set himself to heal, 
and so far succeeded that his sister-in-law's 
house again became one of the places in 
which he could rely upon a meeting with 
the actress; and now he began to mancBuvre 
for a private interview. One day it came, 
not as the result of his mancEuvres, but by 
pure accident. The poet was strolling in the 
Park at a rather early hour, in a secluded 
by-way, when he suddenly encountered the 
object of his dreams, alone. He suffered a 
curious breast- pang, and for a second or 
two stood irresolute; but being perceived 
by the lady, who gave him one of her own 
sad little smiles, he perforce plucked up 
-heart of grace and approached her. She 
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received him cordially enough, but with so 

matter-of-fact a manner that any hopes he 

might have felt inclined to nurture were 

at once frozen. But men of war sometimes 

charge strongholds which are known to be 

impregnable, and lovers are not always to 

be held back from a declaration by the 

certainty that it must be fruitless. 

There was no trace of the poverty which 

had first moved the poet's heart in the dress 

of the stately yet gentle creature who now 
walked beside him, and but little sign in her 

aspect of the sorrows he knew her to have 

suffered. There was always a touch of sad- 
ness in her face when he saw it in repose, but 
this only made her rare smile the more charm- 
ing, and it was never deep enough to awaken 
anything beyond a pleasing sense of pity. 
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It was not easy to plunge in medias res, 
and the transition from any other topic 
bade fair to be difficult and awkward, but 
he continued to talk about commonplace 
matters for a httle while, and it was only 
when Mrs. Tregarthen spoke of moving 
homewards that he made up his desperate 
mind to the fulfilment of his enterprise. 

* Before we part. Miss ChurchiU,' he 
said, 'I have something to say to you, 
something I must say, if only you will do 
me the honour to listen.' 

If she had not been a married woman 
with a tragedy behind her, she might long 
since have divined Eonald Marsh's condi- 
tion. When a maid is fancy free she is free 
to fancy what she pleases, and though she 
thinks young men a mighty nuisance, she 
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has a fair idea of the number of her own 
admirers. But apart from the fact that 
Mrs. Tregarthen was married, and had 
buried her whole heart in the past, she was 
by nature imobservant in this particular. 
It crossed her mind that the poet might be 
displeased with something she had done in 
respect to his comedy — ^his manner seemed 
to bespeak displeasure — and she answered 
with a propitiatory voice, 

' Certainly, Mr. Marsh. I shall listen to 
anything you have to say to me.' 

Few responses can be fancied which 
would be less welcome to a lover, but the 
poet was committed, and could not draw 
back. 

' From the earliest moment of my actual 
knowledge of you. Miss Churchill,' he began. 
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* I have been learning to form an estimate 
of your character which has continually 
grown loftier, and now for months past I 
have had to admit to my own heart that 
admiration and interest have ripened into 
love.' 

She stopped him there with grave dig- 
nity. 

* Pray forget that you have ever spoken 
so to me.' He would have been a more 
insolent wooer than Eonald Marsh was 
disposed to be who had not found himself 
arrested by this command. It left him 
without a single ray of hope, and he saw as 
much at once. They paced side by side 
for a few moments in silence, and then she 
spoke again. ' I did not mean to answer 
you harshly, Mr. Marsh.' 
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* I know that/ he answered, commg to a 
standstill. 

* But,' she said, pausing also, * I owe you 
an apology for an unintentional deceit, or 
you owe one to me for an insult/ 

' I do not understand,' said the 
poet. 

' I have resumed the name by which I 
was first known upon the stage,' she pur- 
sued with a tone of suppressed anger ; * but 
I can scarcely believe that you were un- 
aware of my real name, or that you did not 
know enough of my history to be sure that 
you were dishonouring yourself and me 
when 

* Dishonouring myself and you ! ' he in- 
terrupted. 

' Dishonouring yourself and me,' she re- 
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peated. 'I shall be glad to know that I 
have suspected you groundlessly.' 

' I had known,' said Marsh, confusedly, 
' that you had borne another narae. I had 
even some slight knowledge of your late 
husband.' 

' My late husband ! ' There was a look 
of sudden terror in her face, for it crossed 
her mind that Arthur and she were so far 
apart that he might have died and she have 
been left in ignorance. The poet would 
have been a dull dog indeed if the emphasis 
with which she spoke and the fear he read 
in her face had not guided him to the 
truth. 

* Forgive me any pain I may have given 
you,' he said earnestly, baring his head 
before her. * Forgive me any pain I may 
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cause you now. Mr. Tregarthen is 
alive ? ' 

' Yes/ she said faintly, ' I pray so. I 
believe so.' 

Marsh offered her his arm with a respect 
so obvious and profound that she availed 
herself of its support with no hesitation, and 
they walked on together for a little while 
until she had recovered from the tremor 
into which her fear had thrown her. 

' Believe me,' he said, when he saw this, 
* that if I had known I could never have 
spoken as I did. Kely upon my most pro- 
found and respectful sympathy. There is 
nothing in the world to which you may not 
command me. Forgive me the pain I have 
caused you, and forget ' 

'Let us say good- morning, now, Mr. 
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Marsh/ she said, withdrawing her hand 
from his arm, and then extending it towards 
him. He took it in his own, bowed over it, 
and left her. 
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CHAPTEE X. 

Tregaethen's housekeeper brought the child 
a second time in accordance with her mas- 
ter's orders. She had done what she could 
to make him smart and neat, but his velvet 
clothes were much damaged, and he was 
too big for them. 

* Bring him here,' said Tregarthen, who 
was stronger than he had been on the pre- 
vious day, though his eyes were stiU hollow, 
and his unshaven face looked somewhat 
ghastly. * What is your name ? ' # 
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' Phil,' said the boy, looking shyly up at 
him, and dropping his eyes again. 

* What else ? ' asked Tregarthen. He 
leaned forward from his heaped-up pillows, 
and fondled the child's head with his thin 
hand. The boy mmmured something imin- 
telligible. ' What is the other name, Phil ? 
I can't hear you.' 

' I don't think he knows the other name, 
sir,' said the housekeeper. * I've asked him 
lots of times since he got better, but he 
doesn't seem to know it.' 

* He has been ill ? ' said Tregarthen, 
leaning back again. * No wonder.' 

* His poor little arm was broke, sir,' said 
the kindly housekeeper, stooping to arrange 
the child's collar ; * and he was so bruised 
and drowned it was a wonder he lived at all.' 
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* Poor fellow ! ' said Tregaxthen. ' Come 
and sit on the bedside, Phil, and let us have 
a talk together. Help him up, nurse. 
Where did you come from in the ship ? ' 

' Bombay,' said the child quite readily. 
' And where were you going to ? ' 

* London.' 

'And who was with you on the 
ship?' 

'Ayah,' said Phil, with a small fist at 
either eye. Then, as by an afterthought, 
* And manmia.' 

'It is a curious thing, sir,' said the 
housekeeper, whispering, 'the child's been 
crying many a time for Ayah — whoever she 
may be — ^but he's never once asked for his 
mother.' 

' Is the ship's name known ? ' Tregarthen 
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asked, bis wasted hand still toying kindly 
with the child's hair. 

*She was the "Isle of Elba," sir,' re- 
sponded the housekeeper, ' from Bombay to 
Liverpool. A hundred souls aboard, sir,' she 
added, lowering her voice again. Tregar- 
then looked at the child meaningly, and 
then from him with a glance of inquiry to 
the housekeeper. 'Not another creatui*e,' 
she said in answer. 

' Don't cry, Phil,' said Tregarthen, with 
his hand wandering absently in the child's 
curls. ' You shall be taken care of. Take 
him to Gorbay ' (to the housekeeper) ' and 
get fitting clothing for him. You may call 
on Penruth, the solicitor, and ask him to 
come over here at his earliest convenience. 
Good-bye, Phil. You will come and see 
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me again this evening, won't you ? There's 
a brave little fellow. Good-bye.' 

The housekeeper, hastening to put Tre- 
garthen's orders into execution, set out for 
Gorbay that afternoon, and had the ocean 
waif measured for new garments, and bought 
imderclothing, boots, and collars for him. 
She construed her master's wishes liberally, 
and when the change was finally made, she 
saw that he was pleased by it. But some 
days before Phil's outfit came home, Mr. 
Penruth, eager to secure Tregarthen as a 
client, had paid a visit to the island and had 
been invited into the invalid's room. 

' I want you to write to the owners of 
the " Isle of Elba," lately wrecked here,' said 
Tregarthen, *and to ask for information 
respecting the identity of the child who was 
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saved. So far as I can learn, no inquiries 
have been made about him.' 

*Yes, sir/ responded Mr. Penruth, pro- 
ducing a pocket-book, and softening the 
point of a pencil with his lips. ' The child's 
name, Mr. Tregarthen ? ' 

* He calls himself Phil,' said Tregarthen. 
' His mother and nurse were aboard. It 
will be easy for the owners to identify 
him.' 

Mr. Penruth took a respectful leave of 
his new client, and went below to have a 
look at Phil. Phil was produced, but did 
not take kindly to Mr. Penruth, and being 
somewhat badgered in the legal manner by 
that gentleman, cut the knot of diflBculty by 
protesting that he was Phil pMre and simple, 
and had no other name. 
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The solicitor put himself in correspond- 
ence with the owners of the ill-fated ship, 
and learned from them that a Mrs. Maurice, 
with a child and a native nurse, had sailed 
from Bombay aboard the ' Isle of Elba,' but 
no inquiries had been made concerning 
them since the news of the wreck had 
reached London. Before this scanty news 
arrived, Tregarthen was once more at 
liberty, and he and the child were begin- 
ning to feel at home with each other. Phil 
was at the Sea Gate gathering shells within 
thirty yards of the gaunt bones of the wreck 
when his rescuer walked feebly out in 
search of him, bearing the solicitor's letter 
in his hand. He sat upon a boulder, and 
the boy came running up to him. 

' Phil Maurice,' said Tregarthen, putting 
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his hands round the little fellow's neck; * are 
you Phil Maurice ? ' 

' Yes,' said Phil, with so little trace of 
doubt or hesitation, that the problem was 
held to be finally solved. 

Tregarthen had for a second time made 
up his mind that he had no more faith or 
affection to bestow upon any member of the 
human race, and now for the second time 
he found his own belief in himself put to 
confusion. For one thing, he had risked 
his life, and had very nearly lost it, to 
save the child, and though he honestly 
thought life a possession which was of much 
more weight than value, the risk endeared 
the boy to him. For another thing, the 
boy himself was a delightful little fellow, 
full of fearless and affectionate ways, and in 
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spite of disappointment and heartbreak Tre- 
garthen was still young, and the current in 
his veins ran warm. 

It turned out that Phil's education had 
been totally neglected. He was not merely 
unable to read and write, but he had not 
even been informed of the existence of those 
accomplishments. But there was not a 
trace of vulgarity or faulty breeding about 
him, and only an odd habit of seizing on a 
word of Hindustani when he chanced to 
forget its English equivalent betrayed the 
curious isolation in which he had been bred. 
Tregarthen taught him his letters, and the 
old housekeeper superintended his pothooks 
and hangers with great diligence. When 
the rescuer and his rescued came to be on 
famihar terms, Phil was easily persuaded to 
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set forth his own simple annals. For the 
most part they related to his Ayah, a syce 
called Jeb, and a pony called Ben. He had 
picked up one or two things — as childrcD 
will — and he knew that mamma was a widow 
and that the commissioner wanted to marry 
her, and that she did not like the commis- 
sioner. But all their talks together revealed 
no trustworthy clue, and time went by and 
nobody asked for Phil or for Mrs. Maurice 
at the London agents' oflBces. Mr. Penruth's 
advertisements remained unanswered, and 
Phil was unidentified. 

The people of Gorbay and its neigh- 
bourhood were not to be mollified in respect 
to Tregarthen, either by the courage he had 
displayed or the kindness of heart which 
prompted him to give his ocean waif a 
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permanent refage. A man's wife is his 
own flesh and blood, and charity begins at 
home. There were ladies and gentlemen 
who knew — by second sight perhaps — every 
step of the road Tregarthen and his wife 
had travelled before his wickedness drove 
her from him, and these gifted people were 
able to recite, and did recite to interested 
audiences, long conversations between the 
ill-assorted pair. On the whole Tregar- 
then's desire to be lonely began to win such 
practical acceptance that the island was al- 
most another Juan Fernandez to him, and 
Phil "became his boy Friday. 

The boy in a little while began to know 
that there were hours when his protector 
was not to be disturbed, and he gathered 
from the few with whom he came in contact 
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vague notions of mystery and of evil in 
connection with these periods of seclusion. 
Tregarthen had gone back to his mad 
studies, and in course of time he became 
more deeply absorbed than ever. He took 
to the practical pursuit of chemistry and had 
a laboratory set up in a sound chamber in 
the deserted side of the old house. Thence 
glowed strange lights at unholy hours, and 
the islanders made up their minds that the 
last of the Tregarthens had sold himself to 
the powers of evil. 

Few children have had so curious a 
breeding as fell to the lot of Tregarthen's 
protegi^ yet the lad throve and grew lusty 
in mind and body. He swam and boated 
and fished and bird's-nested, and spent 
whole nights tossing out at sea with the 
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island fishermen, to the great terror of the 
housekeeper, who grew to love him and 
tremble for him as if he had been a child of 
her own. He hated books, and would have 
none of them if he could help it, but he 
loved a yarn with all his soul, and spent 
rapt hours in listening to the rambling 
stories of any old mariner, brown with sea- 
salt and speckled firom head to foot with fish 
scales, whom he could persuade to talk to 
him. He learned all the legends of the 
coast and all the ballads known to the 
island. These last he sang in ludicrous 
imitation of the local tone and style, but 
though he began to see less of Tregarthen 
than of anybody else in the place, he 
seemed to catch his phrases and his cultured 
accent, as if he felt — as perhaps he did — 
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that there was a closer kinship between the 
master of the island and himself than the 
rougher sort of folk could claim with him. 
The legends and the baUads gave a healthy 
stimulus to his imagination, and there was 
no danger of a lad's mind being starved 
whilst he was allowed such free communion 
with nature as Phil enjoyed. 

There are chronicles of prodigious events 
in the world's history where great spaces of 
time go by in the ticking of a watch. Unto 
Eber the son of Shelah were born two sons, 
and the name of one was Peleg, ' because 
in his days the earth was divided.' In that 
curt but astounding phrase the story of Peleg 
opens and ceases. The modern historian 
handles people and events with greater 
fulness and a more particular precision, but 
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even he may be forgiven if in a moment or 
so he dreams of the lapse of uneventful yearai. 

A lad growing up in heaven's free air 
and storms to be a man, and to know the 
ways of birds and fishes, and trees and 
flowers, and clouds and winds, and to love 
and wonder with an open heart and soul. 
A man growing down in a cramped labora- 
tory, intent on mastering a secret which he 
knew to be worthless — a secret which would 
be a very gift of the devil to any man who 
might surprise it, even if it existed — shutting 
out the better half of himself from commu- 
nion with the baser, and thereby feeding the 
baser with all his native forces and starving 
the better to a shadow. 

There in the main is the history of seven 
years. 

VOL. II. G 
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Phil, by this time a strapping lad, who 
could thrash the young Penruths, respec- 
tively three and four years his senior, 
whenever they ventured on the island, and 
who pretty generally did it (being provoked 
thereto by town-grown satire in the first 
instance), was hunting one day in the 
library for a gut-Une which he remembered 
to have stowed away a month or two 
before, using one of Tregarthen's neglected 
volumes as a winding-block. After a Uttle 
time he found it and began to unwind it 
from the book. The fact that the volume 
he thus handled was an early and somewhat 
rare and valuable copy of the ' Tempest ' by 
Mr. William Shakespeare was nothing to 
Phil, but though he knew as httle as he 
thought, his hour for entering on another 
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life than the one he had hitherto known had 
stolen upon him. The hooked end of the 
line had been set within the book so that a 
firm purchase upon the rest might be taken, 
and now the hooks were fastened in a page 
or two. As he went about to disentangle 
them his eyes fell on a passage that m- 
terested him — 

The strong-based promontory 
Have I made shake, and by the spurs plucked up 
The pine and cedar ; graves at my command 
Have waked their sleepers, oped, and let 'em forth 
By my so-potent art. 

This was worth inquiring into. Phil was 
not ignorant of the reputation which clung 
to his protector, but to a child common- 
places are so wonderful that wonders have 
a chance of seeming commonplace, and he 
had never been amazed or frightened, or 
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moved in any way, by the island chatter 
which had Tregarthen for its mark. The 
first notion that entered Phil's mind was 
that this was some fellow in Arthur's line of 
business. (Tregarthen, in some doubt as to 
the relationship the boy should bear to him, 
had ordered that Phil should address him 
by his Christian name.) So throwing down 
the line he took a seat at the table, and 
being by nature inclined to be thorough in 
all things, he turned the leaves back until 
he came to the beginning of the drama, and 
for the first time in his life made acquaint- 
ance with poetry. 

There was no doubt or shadow of a 
doubt in his mind. Everything he read 
there was as real as the solid earth to him. 
Ariel and Caliban were as indisputably true 
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as the propositions of Euclid are to a mathe- 
maticiaii. Prospero struck awe into him. 
He fell in love with Miranda. He shud- 
dered when the wicked nobles laid their 
plot to kill the Ejng. And when the clear 
and majestic thunders of the poet's deepest 
tones broke about him — 

The cloud-capped towers, the gorgeous palaces, 
The solemn temples, the great globe itself. 
Yea, all which it inherit, shall dissolve, 

he felt as Job felt when a spirit passed 
before him in the night, and the hair of his 
flesh stood up. For the lad, without in the 
least suspecting it, had been a poet from his 
cradle, and he only needed to see the 
greatest of the craft into which he himself 
was born to fall prostrate before him and 
adore. 
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Keading, hitherto the greatest of earthly 
bores to Phil, became his chief delight. 
Tregarthen's library was especiaDy rich in 
poetry and drama, and every day Phil 
plunged headlong into some new stream of 
joy and bathed in it. To rush down to the 
Sea Gate with a smuggled volume, to lay it 
in the boat and pull out into the open, then 
to ship his sculls and lie down fiill length, 
and read, read, read, until hunger drove 
him home ; this was his joy. As a matter 
of course, it was not long before he began 
to write and imitate, and he wept, and 
flushed, and trembled over much degraded 
fustian of his own making, the which he 
remembered in after years with shame and 
pleasure. Even Tregarthen, absent as he 
was, and absorbed in his crazy studies, 
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began to notice a change in him, and 
finding him studiously inclined, undertook 
to direct his reading, but soon forgot it, 
having done no more than to direct his 
pupil's attention to John Locke and the 
Eeverend Mr. Paley, with whom Phil at 
once declined to hold any commerce what- 
ever. 

The seasons pursued each other, and in 
due course came round the tenth anniver- 
sary of Phil's rescue by Tregarthen. This 
by tacit consent was reckoned as the lad's 
seventeenth birthday, and the past of course 
was dim to him. He seemed to have 
spent all his hfe on the island, and now 
that he knew of the great world through 
books, and was beginning to be fired by 
secret ambitions about his own fixture, he 
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began also to long for wider spaces and a 
communion with the world. 

'Arthur,' he said, sitting opposite to 
his protector, ' I'm seventeen to-day.' 

Tregarthen looked up, absently at first, 
but with a growing interest in his eyes. 

' Seventeen ? ' he said, with a wondering 
accent. ' Stand up, Phil. Let me look at 
you.' 

Phil stood up, tall and slim, brown-faced 
and brown-handed. Tregarthen examined 
him critically. Fine forehead, white as a 
lady's; sensible eyes of dark grey under 
well-marked brows ; nose large but deli- 
cate ; mouth sensitive and firm ; chin 
dehcate but decided. Whilst the examin- 
ation which resulted in these observations 
went on, Phil stood at ease with an elbow 
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on the mantelpiece and surveyed the 
surveyor. 

' Seventeen, Phil ! ' said Tregarthen. 
His eyes took their customary inward look, 
and he said, with something of an inward 
tone, ' Time flies. Time flies.' 

' Arthur,' said Phil, ' I want to see the 
world.' 

* My poor Phil,' said Tregarthen, * if I 
could advise you, you would leave the world 
unseen. It is a. poor show, when you have 
seen it all, Phil— and it will give you many 
a heartache.' 

'I want to see it for all that,' Phil 
answered. 

' I have been too much centred in my 
own pursuits, perhaps,' said Tregarthen ; 
* though they are exigent enough to shut 
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out everything else in the world, and can 
only be fitly followed when they succeed in 
doing that. But I took some duties in 
hand with you, Phil, and I am afraid that I 
neglected them. What do you know ? ' 

' Nothing,' Phil answered. 

' You have had the run of the library,' 
said Tregarthen, ' and I have seen you busy 
in it for years past.' 

' Oh, books,' said Phil ; ' I know the 
library pretty well by heart. But I know 
nothing else.' Tregarthen's look seemed to 
disconcert him here, and he began to walk 
about the room. ' I want to go into the 
world, Arthur, and to mix with men and 
women.* 

' To catch the butterfly and rub all the 
paint away ? ' returned Tregarthen. ' Do 



BY THE GATE OF THE SEA.^ 91 

you think manly honour a fine thing, Phil ? 
Do you think womanly virtue a fine thing ? 
I have seen you at the poets, and I have 
found here and there a scrap of your own 
verses/ Phil blushed like fire. ' There is 
very little honour in the world, Phil : there 
is very little virtue. You wilj find men and 
women mean and stupid, and cruel and 
cowardly. You will find that they all 
pretend to worship lofty ideals which they 
trample under foot. You will find them 
incredulous of everything by which they 
profess to rule their lives, and bound body 
and soul to every baseness they pretend to 
despise. You had better stay with me, 
Phil. I can put a great purpose in your 
hands if you prove fit for it, perhaps a great 
power.' 
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at him with genuine pity and affection ; ' all 
men think all men mortal but themselves. 
Your golden idols turn out clay ! No, no. 
You waste friendship on a fool, or tire hope 
in following a shadow, or spend the gold of 
your heart to buy the leaden counters of a 
jade ! No, no. Not you. Another man 
may. You can fancy that. But not your- 
self.' He checked himself again, but this 
time with an almost despairing bitterness. 
Was it of any use to preach the stale moral ? 
None. ' Go into the world, lad, if you will, 
if you must, and God grant you find it a 
better place than it was when I knew it.' 

' I am not leaving you, Arthur,' said the 
lad, with evident strong feeling. 'But I 
must do something, I must fit myself for 
life — ^mustn't I ? ' 
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' I suppose SO, Phil/ answered Tregar- 
then ; and there the conference ended. 

A week later came a letter, a rarity at 
Tregarthen. The searcher after the philoso- 
pher s stone read it, and threw it over the 
table to Phil. 

' You had better go over to Gorbay,' he 
said, ' and order what you need. You may 
start as soon as you are ready. Calhem 
was my tutor, and he is a very good man as 
men go.' 

Phil read the letter, and found it signed 
by one Kobert Calhem, who expressed his 
willingness to receive Mr.. Tregarthen's 
' young friend,' and do his best for him. 
Mr. Calhem dated from Golden Square. 

'What am I to do at Mr. Calhem's, 
Arthur ? ' asked Phil. 
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' You will find him a very good coach if 
you care to study/ said Tregarthen. 'K 
you don't care to study you will find him 
a reasonable Mentor in more important 
matters than mere book-learning. You had 
better go over to Gorbay.* 

Phil started for Gorbay with anything 
but his common feeling of elasticity. Tre- 
garthen's views of the world might be true 
after all, and it was evident that he was 
sorry for Phil, and in his own mind pro- 
phesied woes for him. But at seventeen 
such reflections as those with which Tregar- 
then had bothered the lad were not likely 
to linger long, and in effect he made his 
preparations and started on his townward 
journey with a heart full of hope. 

Town was delightful, Mr. Calhem was 
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passably agreeable, the theatres were a 
source of such wonder and delight as Phil in 
his brightest dreams had never bargained 
for. Tregarthen had stipulated that he 
should have a week or two of properly 
regulated freedom, and when Phil came to 
the end of his tether he elected to work, and 
began in the course of two or three months 
to make amazing progress with the Greek 
and Latin tongues. As time went on this 
progress began to look phenomenal, and the 
youngster translated divers odes and elegiacs 
with such grace and fineness that the coach 
went round bragging of his pupil, and dis- 
playing his exercises — sometimes cunningly 
touched up by his own hand, in such wise 
that had the young poet seen them he would 
have torn his hair at their heartless accuracy. 
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It came to pass that one evening, in a 
literary drawing-room of the fourth class or 
thereabouts, the host had caught a Hon. 
Somebody knew the lion whom the host 
knew, and the great creature was ensnared 
by proxy. Mr. Calhem was there, and the 
lion being a poet, the coach felt more than 
commonly tempted to trot out his own 
poetical prodigy. 

' Do you know, Mr. Marsh,' he said, 
edging himself in amongst the lion's ad- 
mirers, ' I have under my care at this 
moment a young gentleman in whom I 
believe you would feel the deepest interest.' 

' Indeed ? ' said the poet, with an air as 
of boredom heroically suppressed. 

' He is not yet eighteen,' proclaimed Mr. 
Calhem, finding his opportunity in the 
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silence of the circle, ' and this is his render- 
ing of the famous Ode to Pyrrha. Hem.' 

And the tutor plunged with a harsh 
scholastic tone into a recital of the labours 
of Phil-cum-Calhem. 

' Eemarkable,' said Mr. Marsh, at the 
close of this performance. His glance wan- 
dered round the room in a sort of patient 
entreaty. He was looking for the man who 
had brought him to take him away again 
gracefully. 

' The really remarkable thing is,' pur- 
sued Mr. Calhem, ' that he has had no clas- 
sical training whatever. He was bred in 
a perfect Boeotia — a little island off the 
Cornish coast — ^Tregarthen.' 

' Tregarthen ? ' The lion was interested 
on a sudden. 
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* Do you know Tregarthen ? ' asked Mr. 
Calhem. 

' I have visited the place,' returned the 
poet. 

*My old pupil, Tregarthen of Tregar- 
then ' (that sounded well, thought the tutor), 
' saved this young gentleman's life at the 
risk of his own nearly a dozen years ago. 
The child was shipwrecked, and he was 
the only one of all the ship's passengers 
who was saved. Tregarthen adopted him 
and bred him, and I am happy to beheve 
that he will • reflect great credit upon my 
friend/ 

'His verses are very remarkable,' said 
the poet, ' I should be pleased to meet the 
young gentleman.' 

'I am sure, sir,' returned Mr. Calhem 
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with a bow, ' that he would indeed be 
proud.' 

The poet walked home that eveniug 
after parting from his friend. 

'Tregarthen?' he said to himself. 'Saved 
his life at the risk of his own. Adopted 
him. I should hke to see the lad. That 
she should rejoin him after all these years 
and be happy is impossible ? She wor- 
ships him yet, and will always. But after 
all this lapse of years. ... At least I can 
see the protege and find out from him 
perhaps what manner of man Tregarthen 
really is. A fool's errand. But I came into 
the world on one no wiser, and I may as 
well run on this as another. I will call to- 
morrow.' 
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CHA.PTEE XI. 

What it was that prevented Eonald Marsh 
from carrying out this barely-formed inten- 
tion of his is scarcely worth inquiring. 
Some sense that he had no right to intrude 
upon Mrs, Tregarthen's affairs, some feeling 
that by a pretence of being interested in a 
youngster's verses he might possibly set that 
yoimgster on a wrong tack for life, and 
some little tinge of personal disquietude at 
the open adulation of Mr. Calhem, were 
probably mingled together, and between 
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them had strength enough to leave him 
imdecided. Anyhow — ^whatever motives 
animated him or left him mianimated — ^he 
stayed away. 

' Gossamer : a Comedy in Three Acts/ a 
production of Mr. Bonald Marsh's pen, was 
playing at this time at the Mirror Theatre, and 
Miss Churchill was the heroine of the piece. 
The poet liked to see his own work now 
and again, and an evening or two after his 
encoimter with the tutor he looked in for 
the second act, and found himself seated 
beside no less a person than Calhem, who, 
with a humble effusiveness, recognised him 
at once, and immediately on the fall of the 
curtain presented Phil. He had already 
been telling Phil in an easy, unassuming sort 
of way, and as if he were not bursting with 
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pride about the matter at all, that he had 
encountered the author of this charming 
work a night or two ago at the house of 
their mutual friend Brown, and now on 
the author's unexpected appearance he had 
nudged and whispered Phil, so that the poet 
had had time to become conscious of a 
slim youth with fine eyes, who took shy 
looks at him with an expression of devo- 
tion. 

' This, Mr. Marsh,' said Calhem, ' is Mr. 
Maurice, the young gentleman of whom 
I spoke on Sunday evening. This, Mr. 
Maurice, is Mr. Eonald Marsh, the author 
of the lovely comedy we have just had the 
pleasure of witnessing.' 

Phil accepted the poet's hand with a 
sense of worship. He had never seen a live 
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poet before, he was very young, and he had 
laughed aloud and wept inwardly above the 
comedy, so that to meet the author of it was 
like coming into a holy place. He said 
something in a hot shyness about the beauty 
of the work, and the poet was pleased to 
have touched youth so keenly, and took a 
great fency to the ingenuous eyes and hand- 
some face of the boy. 

The proper thing — ^if one wanted to look 
like a man of the world who knew London 
— seemed to the tutor to go to Evans's after 
the play, and sup. He proposed this ; and 
the poet, who had known the house in his 
youth, after a little hesitation, consented to 
make one of the party. Calhem, mighty 
proud of his distinguished guest, led the 
way, and having secured a place ordered 
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oysters, and would, but for the protecting 
influence of the poet, have coupled cham- 
pagne with them. 

Phil, under the genial influences of the 
theatre, the society of a poet, and supper at 
a place so novel to his experiences, began 
to lose the chief part of his shyness and to 
talk. He was full of Miss Churchill, and 
rather more than half in love with her, and 
the poet was pleased by his raptures. 

' I have not been in London long,' said 
the boy, ' and I never saw a theatre until I 
came here, so that I can't pretend to be a 
judge; but I should think she is the finest 
actress in the world.' 

' She stands admittedly at the head of 
her own school,' said Calhem. 'At least,' 
deferring to the poet, ' I believe so.' 
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* Why/ cried Phil, flushing with shyness 
and enthusiasm, ' when she spoke that line — 

To me Begret and Memory ore the same — 

it wasn't hke acting. It was like seeing a 
slow heart-break. And how beautiful she is ! ' 

' A fine woman/ said Calhem, ' and a 
fine actress ! Beyond a doubt . . . Mr. 
Maurice/ he added, with that manner of 
allowance which more than anything else 
in the worid makes a man abominable in 
a boy's eyes, ' is at the age of enthusiasm.' 

'And so am I,' said Marsh, covering 
Phil from the fire of patronage, 'happily 
for myself. Not to admire is an art for a 
yokel.' 

' Yet there was a great poet, sir,' said the 
tutor, 'who confessed it all the art he knew/ 
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' To make men happy/ returned Marsh. 
' And that is a creed for a cynic. Of all 
melancholy spectacles in the world, Mr. 
Maurice, a grey heart in a green body is 
the most lamentable. We are aU egotists, 
and we hke to coddle ourselves with warm 
and pleasant fancies,' and so, when we have 
lost our youth, we say it was a giddy, 
irresponsible, foolish time ; as if a gate-post 
should deride a tree, or the dried rose 
leaves in a Dresden saucer rustle themselves 
with laughter at a rose.' 

Phil, already charmed with the poet's 
drama, was dehghted at this. 'That,' said 
he to himself, ' is how a poet ought to talk ! 
What would lile be worth if one were never 
to be young ? ' 

' Your simile carries you a little too 
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fax, sir,' said Calhem, who was somewhat 
nettled. A schoolmaster is generally more 
used to reproving than to reproof. ' The 
perfect adjunct would be — a dead man 
thinking poorly of a hve one. Though, to 
my mind, the responsible gravity of mature 
life is a good exchange for the irresponsible 
enthusiasm of youth.' 

' And what does Mr. Maurice say to 
this ? ' asked Marsh. 

' Why, sir,' said Phil, ' nobody thinks 
worse of the oldest apple tree because it has 
blossoms now and then.' Marsh laughed, 
but Calhem looked puzzled and offended. 

' Shall we go ? ' said the poet. ' Do you 
walk home, Mr. Calhem? My road Ues 
past your house.' 

They walked to Golden Square together. 
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and to the tutor's chagrin, the eminent 
person addressed himself chiefly to Phil, 
and, at parting, it was the youngster and 
not his tutor to whom he presented his card. 
' Come and see me when you have time,' 
he said ; ' I am always at home until two 
o'clock. Come up to-morrow.' 

Phil promised delightedly, and scarcely 
knew whether the poet or his works were 
the more charming. Calhem, who was 
anything but a bad fellow at bottom, got 
out of his chagrin in an hour or two, and by 
the time when he had smoked his nightly 
pipe, and was ready for bed, he began to 
think it natural that Marsh should rather 
take to a bright youngster with a prospect, 
like Phil, than to a middle-aged tutor with 
next to no prospect, like himself. 
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*I dropped out of the running a long 
time ago/ said he, not without a little 
melancholy in his thoughts. ' Now I must 
be contented to stand in my own corner 
and see the boys go past me. It's the way 
of the world.' 

Phil went gaily off next morning, found 
Mr. Marsh at home, and had a bright talk 
with him. If PhU were pleased with his 
host — and there was little doubt of that — 
Marsh was yet the more pleased of the two. 
The lad's bright face and hopeful converse 
did him good. He felt rather wicked, how- 
ever, when he began to draw his guest out 
about Tregarthen, and as if he were doing 
an imderhand thing in Ustening to him. 
Phil described the island and the house, 
told him quaint things about the score of 
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islanders, who were all oddities in their 
way, as they were likely to be (though the 
historian had never thought them so until 
they grew curious by contrast with the 
people of the wider world in which he now 
moved), and even repeated one or two 
wonderful old ballads, which sparkled for 
the philologist, but were, for anybody else, 
simply and merely droll. 

' And what manner of man is Mr. Tre- 
garthen ? ' asked Marsh, at length. 

'Oh, Arthur?' said Phil. 'The best 
man in the world, I think. He is a great 
deal absorbed in scientific pursuits, che- 
mistry, and all that, and the islanders have 
made up their minds that he holds corre- 
spondence with the devil. Now, I shouldn't 
be surprised at finding him engaged in 
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converse with spiritual agencies of another 
sort, for he's a man without a fault. He's 
a gentleman,' cried Phil, enthusiastically, 
' from his soul to his skin.' 

This was hardly what the poet had ex- 
pected to hear, though it was natural that 
Tregarthen's ward should think well of his 
preserver. 

' He saved your life, I think ? ' 
' He did,' said Phil, his cheeks flushing. 
' I've heard old Eeuben PoUarth tell the 
story many a time. One of the men on 
board — we were on the " Isle of Elba," from 
Bombay to Liverpool — ^tied me to a spar 
and threw me overboard just before the 
smash Came. I can remember crying and 
begging him not to do it, and fighting 
before I was tied, but I can't recall any- 
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thing after that. It waa such a night, old 
Follarth says, as no living man can remem- 
ber. Pve known the west wind blowing 
there, and the waves coming in at the Sea 
Gate, but the old man says that what I've 
looked at is do more than a boy could 
make by stirring a puddle with a stick in 
comparison to what it was that night. I 
drifted up somehow, with the spar, and 
Arthur saw me, and went in after me head- 
long. The next wave threw ua up together, 
and the spar struck him on the head and 
stunned him ; but old Follarth had time to 
grip at the spar, and his son took hold of 

, and Bill Pollath took hold of Ben 
s reat all held on, and the wave went 

; without us. Arthur was a month in 
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bed after it, and was crazy half the time or 



more.' 



Marsh felt something of the glow Phil's 
heart experienced as this tale was told. 

The two not merely parted well pleased 
with each other, but held each other in mind, 
and met frequently, and in a little while 
became intimates and friends. It was 
natural that Phil should turn often in his 
speech with Marsh to Tregarthen Island 
and its owner, and there gradually grew up 
in the poet's mind the clearest image of the 
man — a mournful and tender-hearted cynic, 
with a craze. 

' His wife ran away from him,' said Phil, 
speaking of him one day. ^ The people on 
the Island and the people at Gorbay always 
declare that he ill-used her, or was guilty of 
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some dreadful villany ; but I know better. 
Nobody ever knew Arthur do a mean thing 
—nobody ever knew him do a cruel thing 
or a cowardly thing.' 

When he was alone again, Phil's mind 
was so occupied with his protector, that he 
must needs sit down and write to him 
instanter. Tregarthen had written a week 
or two before — * Your letters are the only 
murmurs of the world that reach me, and are 
all I care to reach me.' Books, plays, and 
pictures filled the youngster's head chiefly, 
and it was mainly of them that he wrote. 

' I have made a most fortunate acquaint- 
ance,' wrote Phil, ' in the person of Mr. 
Eonald Marsh, one of the most distinguished 
of our modem poets. He is the author of a 
comedy caUed " Gossamer," now being per- 

1 2 
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formed at the Mirror, with which I was 
enchanted. The chief part is taken by Miss 
Churchill, who is simply divine. I have 
seen all the principal actors and actresses 
now, and there is nobody who comes near 
Miss Churchill.' Then followed criticism: 
' There is about this admirable artist a grace 
and refinement which other actresses lack. 
You are sure at first sight that she is a 
gentlewoman. Perhaps her rarest charm is 
her voice, which is marvellously sweet, and 
has an imderlying note of melancholy even 
in its most joyous passages. Not that it 
invests her comedy with a tinge of the 
maudlin, or that she plays a gay scene in 
any but the brightest manner; but her 
voice softens the asperities of raillery, and 
seems to assure you of a tender heart.' 
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There was a good deal more of this, and 
Tregarthen read it with strange feelings. 
The heart has wounds sometimes which 
will not close until Death applies his infal- 
lible* heal-all. Tregarthen's heart was thus 
wounded. Scorn is a poor plaster for such 
a sore as he carried, but he knew of no 
other, or c^red to apply no other. Forget- 
fiilness was out of his reach. 

When he read this letter of Phil's, his 
first impulse was to sit down and warn the 
lad of women at large ; but a little reflec- 
tion told him what a hopeless task that was 
— how little Ukely to be prosperous in any 
case — how very unlikely to be prosperous in 
the case of a vivid and impetuous lad like 
Phil, who was born to fall in love as the 
sparks fly upward. He went back to his 
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books and his crucibles and his mad experi- 
ments, and left the yoimgst^r unanswered 

altogether for the time. When in a week 
or two another letter came, he expected to 

find something more of Miss Churchill, and 
he did not know whether relief or disap- 
pointment were the greater when he- found 
no mention of her. Phil's homeward let- 
ters touched Miss Churchill no more, and 
there were reasons for this which would 
have disturbed Tregarthen had he known 

them. 

When Konald Marsh and his young 

friend talked of Tregarthen, the poet had 
occasionally to listen to second-hand dia- 
tribes against women, of whom his young 
friend knew perhaps as little as could well 
be known. These, being inspired by Tre- 
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garthen, naturally reflected on Tregarthen's 
wife, but for a time Marsh was perforce 
contented to dispute them on general 
grounds and to instruct Phil that no man 
was ever truly good who could so libel one 
half of humanity. He told Phil that a 
chivalrous attitude towards women was 
essential to any male human creature who 
desired to be a man, and much more to the 
same effect. 

Now the young man was beginning to 
discover that he was by no means a miso- 
gynist, but he would answer, ' Truth before 
s^itiment. I know one truly good man 
— ^the best man in the world so far — the 
kindest^hearted, the purest-minded, and most 
honourable — and he thinks extremely ill of 
women. Perhaps he generalises too much 
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from one particular case ' (the young fellow 
had wonderfully philosophic airs at this 
time and talked with the gravity of a grand- 
father), ' but, if he does, the one case was 
probably bad enough to justify him.' 

'Perhaps so,' said the poet. 'By the 
way, Phil, did you ever meet Miss 
ChurchiU ? ' 

' No,' said Phil. 

' Should you like to meet her ? ' 

'Like to meet her?' said Phil. 'I'd 
go from here to the Mirror on my hands 
and knees to meet her.' 

' That is not at all necessary,' said 
Marsh, smiling ; ' we can take a cab. Be 
here at twelve o'clock to-morrow and we 
will drive down to the theatre together.' 

Phil went away uplifted at the prospect, 
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and sat far into the night, slaving at the 
sonnet beginning 

To what dim glade with airy voices filled 

Of joy and sorrow hast thou charmed my soul ! 

This production was addressed to Miss 
Churchill as Bertha in ' Gossamer/ and the 
young versifier knelt at the shrine of Miss 
Churchiirs perfections in such ardour as 
only a young versifier knows. The quality 
of the verse produced has little to do with 
the warmth of sentiment experienced. 
Young men and young women write woeful 
nonsense sometimes over which they thrill 
and weep and beam as though they were 
so many ApoUos and Sapphos; and the 
fact that Phil really was a poet made him 
no warmer than he would have felt if he 
had been altogether hollow-headed. The 
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' Would you mind reading this, Mr. 
Marsh ? ' he said blushingly. * There are 
only fourteen lines, and it can't bore you 
long. It may be dreadfid rubbish ' 

'Let me see,' returned the poet. He 
read the verses with a grave face. ' Shall I 
print this for you ? ' he asked. ' We pay a 
guinea a page for verse, and a sonnet can 
stand by itself.' 

These are commercial days when even 
poets go into business, and Marsh, as Phil 
knew, was proprietor of a magazine. The 
author of the sonnet was overwhelmed. 

' If you diink it worth printing,' he said 
with becoming diffidence. 

* Yes,' said Marsh, ' I think it very well 
worth printing. Very well worth it indeed. 
And now,' locking the sonnet in his desk. 
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*if you are ready, we will start. Smith 
reads his new play to-day, and I have 
promised to be there. He was my collabor- 
ateur for two or three years, and is one of 
the finest fellows living. You must know 
him, Phil; 

Altogether, heaven seemed opening on 
Master Phil this morning. WiUiam John 
Smith, author of the slain and buried ' Demo- 
gorgon,' was in the green-room with his 
roll of manuscript when the poet and his 
companion reached the theatre, and Miss 
Churchill arrived a httle later. Lorrimer 
was there also, a trifle obese by this time 
and more rubicund than ever. The Mirror 
had a star company, and Phil saw near at 
hand several celebrities whom he had hither- 
to only beheld upon the stage. To be near 
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these celebrated people when they wore the 
garments of every-day life and to hear them 
talk without book was a treat to the novice. 
The play was read and applauded. Then 
the players drew for the most part in a knot 
around WilUam John Smith and asked about 
his ideas for this stroke of business and that 
stroke of business, for the said Smith had 
grown mighty, and it was profitable — or 
might be — to be interested in his work, 

and to give him a favourable impression 
about one's art enthusiasms. 

It was noticeable to Phil that the poet, 
for some reason as yet imknown, was 
gradually becoming less and less at his ease 
whilst the reading of the play went on, and 
this somewhat dashed his own interest in the 
Duainess. Now for a time Marsh deserted 
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Phil altogether, and left him standing in a 
comer companionless, whilst he crossed the 
room and addressed Miss Churchill. 

' Will you give me a word ? ' asked the 
poet. 

' Certainly.' 

' I have done a clumsy thing, and I 
have only just begun to see it. A young 
worshipper of yours, a poet, and as fine 
hearted a lad as I have met anywhere, 
wants to know you, and I have brought him 
here.' 

' I noticed him,' she answered. ' He 
has an honest face. Why should you 
apologise? I am always pleased to know 
your friends. You have the secret of know- 
ing none but good people.' 

* Your own goodness,' he said in return. 
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* brightens everything you shine on. For- 
give me, but I am so old a courtier that I 
can dare to speak the truth now and then. 
But I am afraid I may pain you, and yet I 
feared you might blame me if you knew, 
and if I did not bring him. I cannot tell 
whether I am acting well or ill, wisely or 
in my common way.' 

* This preamble hcu^ a meaning ? ' she 
said. 

' A serious one,' said the poet uneasily. 

* The young gentleman is a Mr. Maurice, 
— ^Mr. Philip Maurice, of — Tregarthen.' 

* The child,' she whispered, looking 
with a white face at the poet, ' who was 
saved from the wreck ? ' 

' The same,' Marsh answered. ' If I 
have done wrong.^ ' 
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' You have not done wrong. Excuse 
me for a moment. Let him stay till I re- 
turn.' 

She moved with a somewhat stately 
carriage from the green-room, though her 
knees shook beneath her, and her heart 
beat wildly. When she reached the 
luxuriously furnished little chamber private 
to herself, her trembUng knees relaxed 
altogether, and she almost fell into the 
arm-chair beside the fireplace. 

* Does he know who I am ? ' she asked 
herself, thinking of Pliil. ' Does he know 
what Arthur thinks of me ? ' A thousand 
tumultuous questions were in her mind, a 
nousand tumultuous feelings ran riot in her 
heart. How great a sinner she had been, 
sinning every day against his expressed 
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wishes, and earning a hateful fame and 
adulation by it! She had wrecked the 
noblest of lives, broken or darkened the 
manliest heart. For the millionth time she 
wondered why she had not stayed to brave 
the storm, to make her confession and to 
be forgiven, and to serve him like a slave 
with a lifelong devotion. And even in her 
self-accusing soul some faint voice of ne- 
cessary egotism sounded. Would she have 
been so unworthy of him after all if he 
had taken her back and forgiven her? 
Would she not have loved him so, with such 
an unfaihng worship and such a willing 
surrender of her soul, that he must have 
loved her back again ? She suffered greatly 
whilst she eat thus, and even wept a little ; 
but calming herself by and by, and re- 
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moving all traces of her tears, she returned 
to the green-room with seeming tranquillity. 

There were not more than half a dozen 
people left there, but amongst them were 
Phil and the poet. She moved towards 
them, and Marsh performed the office of 
introduction. 

' I am pleased to meet you, Mr. 
Maurice,' she said, in the beautiful tones 
which had so moved him when he heard 
them from the stage. He bowed in answer, 
but was tongue-tied for the moment, as if 
he had been in the presence of some gentle 
divinity. ' I am alone at home this after- 
noon, Mr. Marsh,' she added, ' and I shall 
be glad if you and Mr. Maurice will take a 
cup of tea with me. Lina is there, of 
course,' she added, with a faint smile ; ' but 
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sisters are not always the best of company 
to each other.' 

' You libel lina and yourself/ said the 
poet, with a pretence of gaiety. 

'In half an hour,' she said, turning 
towards the door. ' May I expect you ? ' 

Her carriage waited at the stage en- 
trance to the theatre, and she drove away 
with another faint smile and a nod of the 
head to Phil. He and the poet followed 
her on foot, and reaching the house were 
shown into a little jewel of a room, where 
everything was wonderfully neat and rich 
and dainty. By and by the actress reap- 
peared in indoor costume, tea was brought, 
and the three settled down to talk. The 
hostess, with her face turned from the light, 

k2 
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nestled into a luxurious chair, and spoke 
from a twilight in which her features were 
scarcely to be discerned. 

'You know Tregarthen Island, Mr. 
Maurice ? ' 

' Oh, yes,' said Phil, a good deal sur- 
prised at the question. ' I have spent more 
than half my life there.' 

' I am a Cornish woman,' she said. ' I 
was bom at Gorbay. But I have not seen 
it for a long time. Is it much changed ? 
TeU me about the Island. Are the PoUarths 
living?' 

'Jan is dead,' said Phil. 'Did you 
know Jan ? The patriarch of the tribe ? ' 

' Poor Jan,' she said, with a tremor in 
her voice. Marsh sat ill at ease, fearing 
she would break down. ' But the rest are 
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all living? Eeuben and his children, 
and ^ 

' All of them/ Phil answered. ' Jan's 
is the only death that has taken place on 
the Island for more than twelve years/ 

' And the castle/ she asked ; * are the 
repairs finished?' 

' No/ returned Phil. * They were 
abandoned years ago. Mr. Tregarthen 
never had the heart to finish them.' 

' How was that ? ' The cup and saucer 
she held in her hands clattered against each 
other, and the poet writhed upon his chair 
and turned pale. Why would she torture 
herself in this way ? he asked, internally. 
Phil noticed nothing. What was more 
natural than that a lady, great in the 
world's eyes, should shut out her greatness 
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for a little while and talk of the places she 
had known in childhood ? 

* It's a sad story/ said Phil, ignorantly. 

* Did you know Mr. Tregarthen ? ' She 
answered only by a movement of the head. 

* He met with a great misfortune — a mis- 
fortune which seems nearly to have broken 
his heart. He married a worthless woman, 
who ' 

' Great heaven ! ' groaned the poet, 
wringing his moist hands together. Phil 
turned and stared at him. 

' A worthless woman,' said Mrs. Tre- 
garthen jfrom her shadowed corner, in a 
voice so unlike her own that both her 
hearers started. ' Yes. Go on.' 

' You are ill, madam,' cried the young- 
ster, rising to his feet. 
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' Oh/ besought Marsh, rising also, and 
turning an imploring look upon her, ' pursue 
this interview no further/ 

'Be seated,' she said, in a voice less 
painfully disguised by emotion, but still 
strangely harsh. 'I will not keep Mr. 
Maurice in the dark any longer. I beg 
your pardon,' she continued to the amazed 
visitor, ' if I have seemed to try to entrap 
you. But you will tell me everything about 
him — ^you who know him so well. I have 
had nobody to tell me a word of him for 
years and — ^I — ^am Mrs. Tregarthen.' 
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CHAPTER Xn. 

The situation was suflSciently embarrassing. 
At the moment Mrs. Tregarthen, Marsh, 
and Phil each felt it to be nothing less than 
terrible. Phil was an especially sensitive 
lad, unusually swift to like people, and splen- 
didly certain of the accuracy of his own 
secret intuitions. He had met nobody who 
had so impressed him as Mrs. Tregarthen. 
He was sure that she was as good, as pure, 
and womanly as she looked — as pure as the 
sweet persecuted Bertha in the poet's 
comedy. The faint smile he had twice 
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seen upon her face had lingered m his mind 
as that of a saint in pain. He had identified 
her with the part he had seen her play — a 
thing always easy for ardent youth, and 
common enough in the experience of 
actresses who are not models of all the 
virtues, or embodiments of wit and sweet 
temper. That for once the natural fancies 
of a raw lad were justified was nothing to 
him. He could have been quite as certain 
of their truth if he had pitched on a new 

m 

Jezebel. And he had called this suffering 
ncarnation of goodness — to her face — a 
- worthless woman I 

The poet, for his part, had the misery of 
knowing that he was responsible for the 
encounter and the shocking result which 
had sprung from it 
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A better artist would have told this 
story better, and would have wasted less 
time on non-essentials, but it is not too late 
to say here what should have been set forth 
earUer. An intellectual fop had grown 
into a man and had put away childish 

things, the man had fallen in love in no 
better or worse feshion than common, and 
his passion had ripened and sobered into a 
most tender friendship and a most profound 
respect. He saw genius in Mrs. Tregarthen's 
work upon the stage, sorrow uncomplain- 
ingly endured and imdeserved in her daily 
life, and to his mind, after many years of 
intimacy, her soul was an entire and perfect 
chrysolite. He loved her still, as a poet 
and a gentleman can love a woman who is 
out of the reach of desire, and the phrase 



BY THE GATE OF THE SEA. 139 

the hapless Phil had used went through him 
like a knife. 

Mrs. Tregarthen was true to her in- 

« 

stincts, and was persuaded that here, as 
always, the guilt was hers. She had en- 
trapped the young man into this terrible 
position. 

' Forgive me,' she said, brokenly. * I 
wanted to hear of him. I have not heard 
of him for so long.' 

' Forgive me,' said the poet, almost in 
the same breath with her. 'I would have 
died rather than expose you to this in- 
dignity, and yet I did it.' 

Phil stood silent, but his face and 
attitude were enough for retractation and 
apology. He had to believe in Arthur in 
spite of everything, his saviour and bene- 
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&ctor and friend, but he believed none the 
less in Miss Churchill's goodness. The un- 
known Mrs. Tr^arthen might have been 
guilty of anything in the world, but this 
unhappy lady was maligned. The mere fact 
that thousands of men have been just as 
certain as himself, and have proved them- 
selves mistaken, was, of course, nothing to 
him. The other fact that he was right 
made his infatuation none the wiser. But 
now and then, even in this poor world, the 
soul has happy hopes that are justified, and 
beliefs in goodness which are not thrown 
away. 

' Dear friend,' said the actress, speaking 
through her tears, * let me tell you the 
whole truth. I was to blame. I have 
known it, bitterly, always. But I have 
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never deserved to be thought a worthless 
woman.' Both hearers would have gone to 
the stake in support of that postulate with- 
out a second's hesitation. ' When my father 
died, Lina ajad I were left in poverty, and 
I came to London as a governess. There 
were private theatricals at the house where 
I was engaged, and I was asked to play in 
them. I was praised so highly that I 
thought I might succeed upon the real 
stage, and that would have enabled me to 
do so much for Lina. We had looked at 
the " Era " to see where to hire our dresses 
for the private theatricals, and I saw ad- 
vertisements there for actors and actresses. 
I looked again and answered one or two 
of them, and at last I got an engagement.' 
She went on with her story, telling it 
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plainly and without ornament, and growing 
more and more self-possessed as she told it. 
She told of her first encounter with Lorri- 
mer, her professional engagement with him, 
and her receipt of the letter from Messrs. 
Lane and Carter, which informed her of the 
disposition of her uncle's property. 

' I had been known all this time as Miss 
Churchill,' she said then, * but when I re- 
turned to Gorbay I took back my own name, 
and tried to forget the stage altogether. It 
was at this time '-and here again she began 
to falter — * that I met Mr. Tregarthen ; but 
it was not imtil we were engaged that I 
found what an antipathy he had to the stage. 
He thought that no good woman could be 
an actress without losing refinement and 
purity of mind. I was frightened. I was 
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afraid of losing his affection. I hid the truth 
from him, but it was discovered by accident 
after our marriage. Some one who had 
known me on the stage spoke to me on the 
Island — he was one of a picnic party, or he 
came with the archaeologists, and he insisted 
that I was Miss Churchill. I tried to dismiss 
him, but he was impertinent and would not 
go. I told him at last that I had been Miss 
Churchill, but that I wished to meet no one 
who had known me by that name. My 
husband overheard me. I knew that he 
would never forgive me my deceit, and I 
left the Island and came to London. He 
never forgave me — ^he never tried to find 
me.' 

There she broke down altogether, and 
for a while cried unrestrainedly. 
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It was hard measure for the poet. To 
have been a popinjay and a jackanapes once 
upon a time is common to the experience 
of many honest men ; but it does not often 
carry with it so severe a punishment as was 
dealt out to Bonald Marsh. Here he had 
been magnanimously pitying this lady's 
sorrows for a dozen years, and now it turned 
out that he was the cause of them. 

' Mrs. Tr^arthen/ he said, trying to face 
the truth, and to take all the punishment he 
deserved, * I was that miserable impertinent. 
If I could have guessed what my insolence 

would cost you ' Well, what was to be 

said in extenuation ? He could say nothing, 
could undo nothing that had been done. 
But surely the man who could throw away 
such a pearl of womanhood for such a trivial 
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cause must have been a fool past redemp- 
tion. 'Nothing can be mended by more 
words/ he said in a voice so tremulous that 
he was ashamed of it. She must hate the 
sight of him, and it was best to go. 

Phil caught his ashamed and miserable 
glance, and they were moving away together 
when Mrs. Tregarthen arose. 

' Do not let me lose my friend,' she said, 
almost piteously. 'Will you come to-mor- 
row, Mr. Maurice ? I want to hear I 

shall be better able to listen to you then. 
Will you come ? ' 

' Yes,' said Phil simply ; ' I will come if 
you wish it.' 

She shook hands with him and with the 
poet, and they went away. 

'I am on fire with shame,' said the 
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wretched poet, when they were out of doors. 
' I am grieved to the heart. All this misery- 
was of my makmg. I have known her for 
twelve years, and there does not breathe a 
better woman. She is as pure as a flower, 
as charitable as the day.' 

*She spoke the truth,' said Phil, who 
was greatly moved. 'I am sure of it. I 
know it. But there was nothing in what 
she told us to make Arthur part with her. 
There was somethmg else to poison his mind 
about her. He could never have driven her 
away for that alone.' 

Phil had to believe both in Tregarthen 
and his wife, but the poet found a simple 
solution to the mystery. It was plain to 
him that Tregarthen was a fanatic and a 
fool. But even that view would not recon- 



BY THE GATE OF THE SEA. 147 

cile itself with the old stories of Tregarthen 
— a man so foul-mouthed that his brother 
officers could not endure him. 

'Do you know the history of Mr. Tre- 
garthen's expulsion from the army ? ' he 
asked, not purposing to tell it, but seeking 
any new light that might be had. 

Phil did know the story, and told it as 
he had it from Tregarthen's lips. Possibly, 
thought the poet, the man was a fanatic, and 
certainly he was a fool. 

The two friends parted, and each went 
his own way. On the following afternoon 
Phil called on Mrs. Tregarthen, was admitted, 
and answered all her questions for an hour 
or two. There was no comfort for the wife, 
who had all these years been widowed, in 
anything he had to tell her ; but when he 

L 2 
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had taken his leave he turned a new idea 
over in his mind, and after looking at it in 
many aspects made arrangements to put it 
into execution. He astonished Mr. Calhem 
that evening by the announcement of his in- 
tention to go down to Tr^arthen without 
delay. In answer to the tutor's inquiries he 
could only say that he had lately possessed 
himself of information of the utmost value 
to his protector, and that it could not be 
conveyed by letter, but must by the very 
nature of it be deUvered by word of mouth. 
Phil was not the sort of young man who in- 
vents mendacious yams on purpose to get 
opportunity for clandestine amusement ; but 
the tutor was yet a little scared by this 
arrangement, and not easy in hL^ mind even 
when he had accompanied his pupil to the 
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station and had seen him safely in the rail- 
way carriage, booked through* to Gorbay* 

The youngster knew well enough that he 
was going to wound the best friend he had 
ever had in his hfe, but he beheved (and he 
nerved himself in that behef, with a courage 
beyond his years) that he might bring peace 
back again to a mind which had not known 
peace for many a day. It was a Quixotic 
enterprise perhaps, and there are even people 
in the world who would think it meddlesome ; 
but he was moved to it by gratitude and 
affection, and by the beautiful ideals which 
have value for the young. 

From London to Cornwall is a longish 
railway journey, and he had plenty of time 
in which to look at his purpose. There 
were many moments when for Arthur's sake 
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he felt afraid of it, but he never really 
faltered in it. He had written, before start- 
ing, to announce his arrival, and at Gorbay 
station he found one of the PoUarths awaiting 
him. 

* Grovm a man, now, Mister Philip,' said 
the messenger, admiring him ; ' I didn't 
hardly knaw ye/ 

He earned the traveller's portmanteau to 
the water-side, set it in the boat, took the 
sculls leisurely in his big brown hands and 
pulled across the bay, with Phil at the 
rudder. The old housekeeper stood on the 
sands at the Sea Gate, and Phil, who had 
kissed her when he went away, kissed her on 
arrival. 

' How is Mr. Tregarthen ? ' he asked. 

'Ailing,' she said; 'ailing a bit badly. 
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Tm afraid, Mr. Philip. He's had a dreadful 
cold all winter, and he looks wildHke, as if 
he was worried. And go to bed he won't 
for nighte together. Sits stewed up in that 
labertry, and sometimes won't touch his very 
meals.* 

When they reached the house Phil 
marched straight to the laboratory door and 
would have knocked there, but the house- 
keeper stopped him. 

' You must wait till he comes out, sir,' 
she said, whisperingly. * He won't let him- 
self be disturbed for anything.' 

' Nonsense,' said Phil, who began to feel 
his home-coming a little dreary. ' He will 
see me, I know.' 

He knocked, and the housekeeper rustled 
away. Beceiving no answer he knocked 
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again, more loudly, and after a pause he tried 
the handle of the door. Tregarthen sat, in 
dressing-gown and slippers, in an old leathern 
arm-chair, and at first Phil thought him 
asleep. His right hand hung idly at the side 
of his chair, his left lay in his lap, and his 
head was bent in an attitude of complete 
repose. 

' Arthur ! ' said Phil softly, prepared to 
back without noise from the room. Tregar- 
then looked up at him. 

'Ah, Phil! You here?' and without 
rising he stretched his languid right hand 
across his body and shook hands in so 
mechanical a way that Phil dropped his Ump 
fingers in distress. Tregarthen's released 
right hand went back to its former place, 
and his head was bent as before. His left 
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hand still lay in his lap, knuckles downwards, 
and Phil now saw that Tregarthen's gaze was 
fixed with a sort of dreamy intentness on a 
piece of greenish crystal about the size of a 
pigeon's egg — to all appearance precisely 
such a trifle as might be picked from the 
waste heaps of any glass fexjtory. 

* Arthur/ said Phil, ' I have strange news 
for you/ 

Tregarthen glanced up with a singular 
smile, and then looked back at his bit of 
crystal. Phil noticed great changes in him. 
His hair was long and looked neglected, and 
he had grown a full beard and moustache. 
He had become so thin that his cheek bones 
took great prominence. His forehead was 
deeply lined, and his eyes were old. 

' You think your news strange, Phil ? ' he 



154 Sy THE GATE OF THE SEA. 

said, dreanuly staring at the object in his 
palm. 

*Very strange/ said Phil, upon whom 
the first feeling of dismay was growing 
&st. 

' There is nothing strange mider the sun, 
or new,* said Tregarthen in an inward way. 
* Things go their round — seed, stalk, bud, 
flower, fruit, decay. There is nothing new, 
nothing unexpected. All things are inevit- 
able and in order. The smallest is the type 
of the greatest. You know the Maelstrom 
if you have studied an eddy in a gutter.' 

' I have news, though,' said Phil, trying 
to dispel the comfortless feeling this singular 
welcome gave him, ' which will interest you 
deeply, Arthur.' 

' I have news, if I cared to tell it,' re- 
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turned Tregarthen, ' which would transform 
the world/ He laughed, and arose from his 
seat. * How oddly/ he said, ' the inaccuracies 
of speech cling to us ! I have been telling 
you in effect that there is no transformation 
possible for the world, and a nioment later I 
profess to be able to transform it. I could 
resolve human nature into its simple ele- 
ments of greed and hate, no doubt — such 
greed, Phil, that if I told my news, men 
would gnaw Mont Blanc with their teeth 
from its highert peak to its lowest foundations 
to get at me — such hate that even hypocrisy 
should vanish in its fire. So that my news 
would scarcely be good news to the world, 
Phil, and may as well be kept a secret.' 

He spoke lightly, and yet with every 
appearance of sincerity, and wild as his 
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words were, his manner was calm and 
usual. 

• I don't know what to think of this/ said 
Phil to himself. Aj3 a matter of fact he 
knew well enough what to think of it, but 
he did not dare to father his own fears. 

* I won't be so discourteous, Phil,' said 
Tr^rarthen, * as to refuse to hear your news. 

You shall amaze me if you can. I will lock 

up this valueless bit of devilry,' he continued, 

with the greenish crystal between his finger 

and thumb, * lest any fool should find it and 

do himself a mischief.' He crossed the room, 

unlocked a safe which stood in one corner, 

and tossed the object carelessly into a small 

box. ' I was always inclined to be harmless, 

Phil, but never so much inclined that way as 

now. Which shows, I fancy,' he said as he 



£Y THE GATE OF THE SEA. 157 

flammed the door of the safe, ' a certain 
jdweetness of disposition, for which I deserve 
some credit. I owe th? world nothing but 
hatred, and I could pay the debt a million 
times over.' He crossed the room again, 
and, laying both hands on Phil's shoulders, 
looked into his eyes with a profound and 
mournful earnestness. ' Power and respon- 
sibility are inseparable,' he said. 'The 
world suffers already. Men are bitten by 
their own desires, and gratified desire is des- 
pair. And I am one of the dirty crowd 
myself, Phil, though I scarcely care to think 
it, and I have not the heart to give them 
what they cry for.' 

Phil could only look back at his bene- 
factor and Mend with grief and wonder. 

'You are hungry after your journey,' 
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said Tregarthen, returning to his lighter 
manner. ' Get something to eat, and in the 
meantime I will dress. You shall tell me 
your news out of doors, when you have had 
luncheon. Let me look at you again. You 
are honest? you are not changed? The 
little bit of leaven has not leavened the 
whole lump yet? Not yet Pure hands 
and a clean heart are great gifts. They are 
greater than any I could give you, though I 
made emperors despair to think of you. 
Don't throw them away, Phil ; don't barter 
the immediate jewel of your soul for the 
husks which the swine do eat.' He had laid 
his hands again upon Phil's shoulders, and his 
voice was full of entreaty and affection, but 
he broke off abruptly and began to pace the 
room. ' You will do what you must do. 
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Fire will not drown nor water burn be- 
cause of my beseechings. Go your way, 
Phil. Eat and drink and be merry — if you 
may/ 

Phil opened the door, passed through it, 
came upon the corridor, and stood there 
amazed and desolate. He could find but 
one solution to the problem Tregarthen's 
speech presented. That there was much 
melancholy wisdom in it, and the revelation 
of a heart by nature noble, made it none the 
less the speech of a madman. 

The housekeeper had already prepared 
a meal for him, but Phil had no desire for it, 
and sent it away untasted. By and by Tre- 
garthen appeared. 

' Are you ready ? ' he said. ' Have you 
lunched? Come into the open air, then, 
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and let me hear your news. My work is 

over.' Phil rose obediently, but he ajsked 

himself what good end he could serve by 

telling the news he had travelled so far to 

carry. * I have of late/ said Tregarthen as 

they came upon the grass in the rear of the 

old house, ' I have of late — and wherefore I 

know very well — foregone all custom of 

exercises ; and indeed it goes so heavily with 

my disposition that this most goodly frame, 

the earth, seems to me a sterile-^promontory ; 

this most excellent canopy, the air, look 

you, this brave o erhanging firmament, this 

majestical roof fretted with golden fire — 

why, it appears no other thing to me than 

a foul and pestilential congregation of 
vapours.' 

'He can quote Hamlet,* said Phil to 
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himself, ' and perhaps he is no more mad 
than Hamlet after all.' 

'Your news, Phil?' said Tregarlheu. 

* You promised to surprise me.' 

*I .have serious news, indeed,' Phil 
answered. It looked harder than ever to 
offer it now, and he could not guess how it 
might be received. 'Arthur, I have met 
Mrs. Tregarthen.' His companion swung 
round upon his heel and faced him. 

*WeU?' 

* I owe you so much,' said Phil earnestly, 

• that I must try to pay a httle.' He forgot 
his diffidence and began to forget his fears 
for Arthur. 'If ever there was a good 
woman in the world — ^if ever there was a 
woman in the world who loved her husband 
— ^if ever there was an unhappy woman in 
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the world — ^I have seen her. Arthur, there 
was a great mistake/ 

* You wrote of her,' said Tregarthen with 
no show of feeling, ' but you did not write 
ingenuously. You pretended not to know 
my knowledge of her, and wrote of her as a 
stranger.* 

* She was a stranger then,' returned Phil, 
* but she learned from a friend that I came 
fix)m Tregarthen, and that you had saved 
my hfe. She sent for me and tried to ques- 
tion me about you as if she had not been 
interested in you' — the lad was moved at 
the memory of this scene — * but she broke 
down, and confessed who she was; and 
Arthur, since you have let me say so much 
you must let me go on. I have heard the 
Gorbay people talking about you a hundred 
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times, and in their mouths it was always 
you who were at fault. But I knew better, 
and I knew that you believed terrible things 
about Mrs. Tregarthen. I believed them 
too, but I believe them no longer. I have 
seen her and spoken to her, and she has told 
me all the story. She did not let you know 
that she had been upon the stage, and when 
you found it out she thought you could 
never forgive her deceit, and she ran away. 
There was something worse in your own 
mind against her, or you would have traced 
her and have brought her back again. But 
that is all her story. That is all the confes- 
sion she has to make.' 

* You are quite sure she is innocent and 
good, Phil?' asked Tregarthen, looking 
askance at him. 

M 2 
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^ I am as sure of her innocence and 
goodness as I am of my own heart beating 
at this moment.' 

*So was I,' returned Tregarthen. 
' Don't you see, Phil,' he added, * that you 
are somewhat indiscreet ? This lady is my 
wife, and it is a little hard that I should be 
asked either » to incriminate her or to con- 
done her crimes. Let me hear no more of 
her. Your love excuses you now, and your 
inexperience alone would be extenuation 
enough for so well-meant a folly.' Phil 
accepted his rebuff in silence, but he was 
none the less sure that he was right, and 
that some dreadful error had separated 
Arthur and his wife. 'Let us change the 
question,' said Tregarthen ; ' tell me of your 
studies. Who is your friend, Mr. Marsh? 
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I am out of the world here, and I know 
nothing of him though you speak of him as 
being famous.' 

Phil had no heart to talk, but he 
answered Tregarthen's questions, and won- 
dered all the while what the mad speech 
of an hour ago had meant. There was 
no trace of madness now. The youngster 
knew well enough that he had made a 
foolish move in attempting to influence 
Tregarthen by a mere impression of his 
own, and yet he was as certain as he could 
be of anything that his impression was the 
true one. But Arthur seemed frozen into 
indifierence, and Phil had no evidence to 
offer even had his benefactor been eager to 
demand it. The lad was anything but a fool, 
and yet it had seemed to him quite natural 
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to suppose that he should come down here, 
hot as he was with sympathy, and by a 
mere touch thaw the heart which had been 
frost-bound all these years. He had mis- 
counted the relative forces. The frost had 
conquered the fire, and his own heart for the 
moment was almost as cold and dark as 
Tregarthen's. 

Tregarthen ceased to question, and the 
two walked side by side in silence. Phil 
began to muse, and while he mused the 
fire began to burn again. 

'Arthur,' he said suddenly, 'there are 
things we can't prove that we are sure of 
all the same. I am sure — I know — that 
she is innocent of any greater fault than 
that deceit. 1 know I give you pain, 
Arthur, but I should deserve nothing you 
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have done for me if I didn't speak. Let me 
bring you together. If you could see her, 
if you could hear her, you would believe 
her; 

Tregarthen looked at him and saw that 
there were tears in his eyes. 

' It is well to have a good heart, Phil,' 
he said gently, ' base as the world is. Keep 
your beliefs in goodness. You are happier, 
and will be happier for them, till the bitter 
day when you must lose them. Virtue 
and honour are fine things to believe in.' 
He laughed there, and went on. ' Hope's 
a toothsome dish when One-and-Twenty 
serves it piping hot. Hope served hot — 
Hope gone cold — Cold Hope in the pot — 
Nine days old. A nauseous mess, Phil. 
No relishing it. Take it away.' 
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quietly. 'The flavour will last me my 
lifetime. The coflSn worm will scour well 
if he scours it all away and gives me leave 
to rise for judgment with a clean tongue.' 
Phil sighed, and ofiered no reply. ' I have 
had sometimes half a mind of late/ said 
Tregarthen, speaking suddenly, and with a 
new vivacity, ' to put this pretty world to 
the test, as I could do, but I shrink from 
debauching altogether men who may not yet 
be wholly given over to the devil. Who 
is your honestest man in the world, Phil — 
your one incorruptible, unpurchaseable ? ' 

Here was the craze again, thought Phil, 
miserably. He would at least be sure of 
that. 

' How would you test the world, 
Arthur ? ' 
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* That is my news, Phil, if I chose to 
tell it,' Tr^aithen answered. ' Tell me 
jTOur honest man, and I will buy him, and 
turn him to whatever creed you like.' 

*Buy Thomas Oarlyle,' said Phil, sar- 
dcHiically. Even madness — if Arthur were 
really mad, and had not some curious 
meaning yet unfathomed — deserved no 
courtesy on a theme like this. ' How do 
you propose to do it ? * Tregarthen laughed 
allowingly, as a man might laugh at a 
childish puzzle offered by a child. * What 
should it profit Am, of all men in the 
world,' asked Phil, 'to gain the whole 
world and lose his own soul ? What could 
you offer him ? ' 

'My pulse as yoiurs doth temperately 
keep time, and makes as healthful music,' 
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said Tregarthen, stretching out his hand 

as if to invite Phil to test him. ' Look me 

in the face. Am I mad — disordered? Is 

there any sign of mental derangement in 

me? Do I speak in cool blood and in 
possession of my faculties? And do you 

know me for a man of honour, who never 

lied in his life ? Well. I tell y 6u there is 

no virtue that would not sell itself, and none 

I could not buy.' 

All this was painful; but, much as he 
suffered in the process, Phil determined to 
examine Tregarthen's mind more closely. 

* You mean,' he asked, ' that you your- 
self, you personally, might buy all the virtue 
in the world?' Tregarthen inclined his 
head gravely. 

'I mean nothing else and nothing less 
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with me. It is better that it should. I 
shall not even make use of it to proloug my 
own days, for suffering is the chief gift of 
many years, and I have borne enough 
ah-eady.' ' 

Phil saw no way of escape jfrom the 
dreadful truth. He was wiUing to believe in 
many marvels, but the fancies which had 
taken possession of Tregarthen were the 
birth , of mere madness. Except that he 
spoke hopelessly and like a cynic upon all 
themes he touched in the course of that 
afternoon's walk Arthur's mind seemed 
sound enough, apart from this one astounding 
aberration. What with affection and pity 
Phil's heart was like to break ; and when at 
last Tregarthen took him back to the house 
and showed him that trumpery bit of greenish 
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crystal as the talisman which could give riches 
and power and eternal youth to its possessor 
the lad could hold in his grief no longer, but 
fairly sat down with his face in his hands, 
and cried. 

The owner of the precious talisman took 
no notice of this outburst, but, sitting in the 
attitude in which Phil had discovered him a 
few hours before, he stared at the treasure 
with an absorbed and dreamy gaze. It was 
hopeless to speak to him, useless to argue, 
absurd to demand a test. Phil watched him 
broken-heartedly for a while and then stole 
away. There seemed to his disturbed heart 
a threatening shadow on the house, and in 
the chill twilight of the lonely rooms he 
found a fear he had never known before. 

The housekeeper sununoned him to 
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dinner, but he excused himself at first, until 
the poor woman broke out and declared 
that there was a blight upon the place. 

* No luncheon, sir, and now no dinner, 
and Mr. Arthur going about like a ghost, 
eating nothing for days together, and wear- 
ing himself into his grave. For pity's sake, 
Mr. Phihp, do eat something, sir — and a 
healthy young gentleman like you, sir, ought 
to have an appetite, I'm sure — ^for if you 
don't I shall make up my mind there's some- 
thing dreadful in the house. I'm half 
afraid to live in it already.' 

At this appeal he consented ; but when 
he went to induce Tregarthen to join him, 
he found the door locked against him, and 
there was no answer to his summons. 
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CHAPTER XHL 

Phil kA the Island two days later, and Tre- 
garthen was just as sane and just as insane 
as he had found him on arrival. 

' You are provided for, Phil,' said Tregar- 
then, as he shook hands at parting. ^ My 
will was made long since, and there is 

« 

nobody but you to whom I care to leave a 
penny. I do not wish you ill enough to 
leave you my secret. It's a tjrpe of life at 
large,' he added, with a mournful smile. 
' I have spent the best years of my life in 
hunting for it, and now I have found it it is 
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worthless and worse than worthless. I do 
not know if I shall see you again, for to out- 
live hope is to almost outUve everything, and 
I have nothing left to care for. If these are 
the last words you hear of mine you will 
value them. There is one possession in the 
world worth coveting, and that is honour, 
though it is so Uttle valued that men sell it 
for a mess of pottage. Cherish Virtue, 
Phil. She will not make you happy. That 
is a foolish fable. If you wish to be happy, 
be a fool, and have no care for the morrow ; 
be a hog with the rest, and keep your feet in 
the trough. But if only one man in the world 
should turn his back on the world's shameful 
joys, let that man be yourself. Good-bye.' 

He drew Phil towards him and kissed 
him on the cheek, and then walked indoors. 
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Hdl went away weU-nigh heart-broken, and 
this was the first great grief of his manhood. 
He told Marsh that his intercession had 
been useless^ but he had not the heart to 
say more about his journey, and he loved 

Arthur too well to ^read the story of the 
talisman. He came to know more of Mrs. 
Tregarthen, and to have better groimd than 
he had at first for his good opinion of her. 
The world is never of one complexion only, 
even to the most profound natures, and 
neither Mrs. Tregarthen nor Phil were al- 
ways shadowed by their respective sorrows. 
For one thing, Miss lina, who had grown 
into a charming and sprightly woman, was 
on the eve of a brilliant marriage, and was 
gay from morn till eve. She alone would 
have kept a more selfish creature than her 
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sister from stagnation, and there were duties, 
social and professional, which had to be 
attended to, and served their turn in keeping 
the wolf from the door. 

It befell one day that the youngster, 
walking in poetic cloudland towards the 
house of the great actress, was suddenly 
pulled from his dreams by a hand upon his 
arm, and, turning round, saw the poet. 

'You are going to call upon Mrs. Tre- 
garthen ? ' 

' Yes,' said Phil. 

' We will go together,' said Marsh, and 
they walked side by side for a little time in 
silence. It was a sunlit afternoon, and there 
were window gardens at every house in the 
street, with bright-coloured jalousies gleam- 
ing over the flowers, so that a pleasant sense 
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11& jmd odSodt stole to the hearts of 
:^ trvD iizicibsercmni crefttoies as they walk^ 
dkxKg:* aod hr^tened thdr dreamy fimdes. 
Aad foSdeuhr, as if she were in some way 
d&e prodact of this miusoal fuhiess of colour 
and radia3»ce« a^qpeared the charming Miss 
lioa accompanied by a little girl of twelve 
or thirteen years^ who locA^ed like an 
attendant fidry. Phil saw scnnething so sur- 
prising in the aspect of this little stranger 
that he raised his hat mechanically in answer 
to the Younsf ladv's crracious salute, and 
looked at the child with so curious an in- 
terrogation that he plainly alarmed her. 

' Has Mrs. Tregarthen a daughter ? ' he 
asked Marsh a minute later. 

'Yes/ said the poet. 'We have just 
passed her. A pretty child, is she not ? ' 
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* I should have guessed her to be Ar- 
thur's child, or at any rate a close relative 
of his, wherever I had seen her,' returned 
Phil. * There is a portrait of Arthur's 
mother at Tregarthen, painted when she was 
a child. I have been familiar with it ever 
since I can remember. It might have been 
painted from the child we have just seen.' 

This news would have been a relief to 
Marsh years ago, but it had been unneeded 
now for many and many a day of certainty. 

* It is not uncommon that a child should 
resemble its father,' he said tranquilly, * or 
its fiither's mother. Is Tregarthen like his 
mother ? ' 

* Amazingly,' said Phil. ' His features 
are masculine and hers were feminine, but 
beyond that it would puzzle you to find a 
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difference in their pictures. The expression 
governs all/ 

The two made their call upon the actress, 
and there was nothing in the afternoon to 
distinguish it outardly from many others 
so spent before and after. But when they 
had left the house and were walking home 
together the poet made a confession. 

* I have been guilty of a theft,' he said. 
' Send that to Tregarthen. If there are any 
bowels in the man at all it will bring him to 
reason/ 

He drew from his breast pocket a photo- 
graph of the child, and Phil upon his first 
glance at it gave a httle exclamation. 

'With a change of costume,' he said, 
regarding the picture attentively, ' and an- 
other arrangement of the hair, it might pass 
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as a photograph from the picture ; ' and in- 
deed the likeness was remarkable. 

He wrote a letter that night (though he 
had little hope of piercing the darkness of 
Arthur's mind) in which he told how lie had 
that day for the first time learned of the 
existence of a daughter of Mrs. Tregarthen's, 
how the surprising likeness of the child to 
Tregarthen had appealed to him, and how 
he had been moved again by this new know- 
ledge to write in behalf of a most unhappy 
and most virtuous lady. He enclosed the 
photograph, and having posted the letter 
with his own hands, awaited a response, 
without much hope. When it came he ex- 
perienced a shock. 

* My dear Phil,' Tregarthen's brief letter 
ran, ' God's hand has so moulded my child's 
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jmoe tliat I should be a fool as well as a 
villain to deny her. She at least is mine. 
It may be that you are right and that I have 
been mifltaken, I shall resolve that doubt 
before long, for I am dying/ 

Whether this news were true or fanciful 
he could not tell, and he could not set his 
mind at rest except by an immediate return 
to Tregarthen, but before he started he must 
see Marsh and consult with him if only for a 
moment. 

* If he is dying/ said Marsh, who could 
not share Phil's doubt, not guessing at the 
reason he had for doubting, or even knowing 
that he doubted, ' she should know it, and 
should let her own heart decide whether she 
shall see him.' 

* You have known her longer,' said Phil, 
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* and better than I have. You can take the 
letter to her. If she should decide to go, 
she may accept my escort.' 

Marsh accepted the errand, and fulfilled 
it. In effect — ^Mrs. Tregarthen decided to 
see her husband if he would receive her, and 
she and her child, in Phil's charge, started 
upon the joiu*ney. It was now thirteen 
years since she had so foolishly run away 
from home and happiness, darkening her 
own life and the life of the man who loved 
her. But that had never seemed her crime. 
Her real folly was hidden in the shadow of 
the mere reticence which had always seemed 
criminal. Perhaps since she felt it so, and 
had always felt it so, her sin really lay there, 
though few people would have cared to cha- 
racterise it by so harsh a name. She had 
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reaped feme and riches and a heart-full of 
regrets, and none of the purposes for which 
she had lived had seemed worth much to 
her, except in so far as they seemed to 
avenge Arthur, and then they became valu- 
able. 

Phil left her with her child and her maid 
at one of the hotels at Gorbay, and crossed 
to the Island alone to spy out the land be- 
fore her. Tregarthen sat where he had sat 
before, and Phil supposed at first that his 
downward gaze was still directed at the bit of 
crystal, but when he drew near he saw the 
child's photograph in the father's hand. He 
had knocked at the door and had received 
no response, and now he had to lay his hand 
upon Arthur's shoulder to arouse him from 
his reverie. He was startled at the hollow 
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eyes and the gaunt face which turned towards 
him. 

' You are here again, Phil ? ' said Tre- 
garthen in a waste-sounding voice. ' I am 
glad of that. I wanted to see you again, 
but I did not care to ask you to come.' 

* I came because of your letter, Arthur,' 
answered Phil. ' That is the photograph I 
sent you ? ' 

' Yes.' 

* I have brought your little daughter with 
me,' said Phil tremulously. * Would you like 
to see her ? ' 

' Yes,' said Tregarthen. ' I should like 
to see her. Bring her to me. Where is 
she?' 

'I left her at Gorbay,' returned Phil. 
' Arthur, your wife is with her. She longs 
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to see you. She never knew till lately that 
you suspected her of worse than that deceit 
of hers about the stage. If she had fancied 
that such a construction could be put upon 
her running away she would have stayed, or 
have returned again to dear herself of that. 
Arthur, she is as pure as crystal. I am sure 
of it. I know it. Shall I bring her here ? ' 

' Tell her,' said Tregarthen huskily, * tell 
her this before she comes. I have only a 
day or two to live. Hush, Phil I No dis- 
claimers can alter it If she can come here, 
if she cares to come here, and tell me I have 
wronged her I will believe her. I shall 
know all about it by-and-by, but I will 
believe her. For my share in the fault and 
folly I have borne enough to be forgiven.' 

* Arthur,' asked Phil, * why do you speak 
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like this? Why do you tell me you are 
dying ? You only need shake off the fancies 
that oppress you to be happy and well and 
strong again.' 

' The doctor comes here,' returned Tre- 
garthen, with a ghastly smile, * and prescribes 
food I can't eat, medicine I can't drink, and 
occupations which are impossible. I am 
dying, Phil, and there is an end of it. I am 
glad to go. This lingering taking leave is 
painful, but I have been patient too long to 
grow impatient now. There — ^go, and do 
your errand, Phil. Prove me twice a 
fool and kill what earthly longing may be 
left.' 

To Phil's mind the tragedy was too com- 
plete for anything to add to it. The boat- 
men rowed him back to Gorbay, and he 
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she stepped upon the sands her limbs almost 
refused to support her, but Phil lent her an 
arm, and she walked to the house trembling. 
The housekeeper had seen them approach 
and half guessed who the veiled lady might 
be. She stood at the door with a disturbed 
face, but her expression changed to one of 
unmixed wonder when she saw the child. 

Phil, with Mrs. Tregarthen clinging to 
his arm, walked down the corridor to Tre- 
garthen's room, and there having rapped 
once he threw open the door and surren- 
dered his charge. The actress and her 
child entered, and he having closed the 
door went away. 

Tregarthen with his hollow eyes and 
gaunt face, his jutting beard and neglected 
hair, was so unlike himself that for a 
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moment his wife scarcely knew him, though 
they were so near to each other and each 
was entangled in the other's glance. 

' Arthur ! ' she said, ' Arthur ! ' 

She was on her knees at his side. He 
looked at her with intent inquiry, and at the 
same time reached out a hand tor the child 
and drew her towards him. 

' Clara,' he said after a dreadful pause, 
' you gave me a right to doubt you. You 
gave me a right to hate the world, and 
throw my life away. I am dying, and I 
know it. There is no one here before whom 
you need pretend. I shall know everything 
in au hour or two. It is not worth while to 
deceive me for so brief a time. Tell me the 
truth. Why did you leave me ? ' 

' I had deceived you,' she answered, still 
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entangled by his glance. ' I knew that you 
could never love nor respect me any more. 
I could not bear to think it, and I ran 
away.' 

' Did I marry an honest woman, Clara ? ' 
He had a right to ask the question, and she 
knew it. 

' This little child,' she said, 'is no purer 
than I was when we married, Arthur.' 

' You can say that to a dying man, and 
with your arm about the child ? ' 

' I can say it, Arthur, in God's hearing, 
and call Him to witness that I speak tlie 
truth.' 

He turned away with a weak gesture of 
head and hands. 

' Shipwrecked,' he murmured, ' by col- 
lision with a bubble ! That sounds strange, 
VOL. II. 
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Clara. And the ship went down as 
though it had struck upon a sohd rock. Is 
it of any use that the ghosts who wash up 
against each other after all these years should 
make a pretence of being ahve again ? ' 

If this were but a poor reconciliation 
for two mortal hearts, it was yet all that 
was allowed them for the time. Tregarthen 
was so weak that he fell asleep after a few 
minutes of silence, and his wife watched him 
with such thoughts and regrets as may be 
fancied. 

He slept till evening, and at dusk the 
housekeeper dared to enter the room and 
put a light to the materials for a fire which 
lay ready in the grate. The child cried at 
this strange home-coming, and her mother 
soothed her, and when the room was ruddy 
with the firelight Tregarthen awoke. 
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' Phil,' he said softly, without raising 
his head ; ' where is Phil ? ' 

* Shall I send for him ? ' asked Mrs. 
Tregarthen. 

' You are here ? ' he asked, turning his 
eyes upon her. ' We wasted a day or two 
of pleasure here. We shall have time 
enough to know each other better. Where 
is Phil?' 

She moved quietly to the corridor, and 
there was poor Phil walking up and down 
noiselessly with slippered feet. • At her 
beckoning hand he came. 

*He has asked for you,' she whispered, 

* There is a little box in the safe,' said 
Tregarthen, when Phil entered the room and 
bent above him. ' Give it to me.' 

The key was m the lock and the safe 
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opened easily. Phil found the box and 
placed it on Arthur's knees, 

* There's something in the box, Phil. 
Take it out. What is it ? ' 

* A greenish bit of glass, Arthur. Nothing 

V 

else.' 

'Throw it in the fire, Phil.' The 
youngster obeyed hira. 'That was no philo- 
sopher's stone,' said Tregarthen, struggling 
up in his chair and supporting himself with 
both hands. ' I shall find the true one very 
soon. It stands at the head of every pea- 
sant's grave ? ' 



THE END. 
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Small. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Selections from the Prose 

Writings of Robert Buchanan. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s. [Shortlv, 

Bobert Buchanan's Complete 

Poetical Works. In One Volume. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

[/» preparation. 



♦»* See also Novels, pp, 19, ai, 33 and 25. 



Demy Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Barton's Anatomy of Melancholy. 

A New Eklition, Complete, corrected and enriched by Translations of 
the Classical Extracts. 
',• Also an Abridgment in "The May/air Library," under the titls 
" Melancholy Anatomised," post Svo, cloth limp^ 2S. 6d, 

Burton (Captain), Works by: 

The Book of the Sword : Being a History of the Sword and its 

Use ip all Countries, from the Earliest Times. By Richard F. Burton. 

With over 400 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, a5s. [In preparation. 
To the Gold Coast for Gtold : A Personal Narrative. By Richard 

F. Burton and Vbrnky Lovbtt Cambrom. With Maps and FVonti«> 

piece. Two Vols., crown Svo, azs. 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



THE STOTHARD BUNYAN.r-Crown 8vo. doth extra, glh. 9*. fiJ. 

Banyan's Pilgrim's Progress. 

Edited by Rev. T. ScoTT. With 17 beautiful Steel Platei faj ST03 
■ARD, engraved by GooDALL ; and numerous Woodcuts. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 71. 6d, 

Byron's Letters and Journals. 

With Notices of his Life. By Thobias Moors. A Reprint of tb 
Original Edition, newly revised, with Twelve fuU-page Platen 

Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, axs. 

Cameron (Commander) and Captain Bmion 

To the Gold Coast for Gold : A Personal Narrative. By Ricbaki 
F. Burton and Vbrnby Lovbtt Cameron. With Frontis^ece and 
Maps. 

Demy 8vo, cloth extra, Z4S. 

Campbell.— White and Black : 

Travels in the United States. By Sir Gborgb Camfbbxx, M.P. 

Carlyle (Thomas): 

Thomas Carlyle : Letters and BeooUeotlons. By Moncusx D 
Conway, M.A. Crown bvo, cloth extra, with Illustratioiis, 6s. 

On the Choioe of Books. With a Life of the Author by R. H. 
Shepherd. New and Revised Edition, post 8vo, cloth extra. Illustrated, 
u.6d. 

The Correspondenoe of Thomas Carlyle and Balph Waldo 
Eraerson, 1834 to 1872. Edited by Chaiu.es Eliot Norton. Wi^ Foh 
traits. Two vols., crown Svo, cloth extra, 245. 

Thete IgtterSj extending over a period 0/ nearly forty years, were, by tkteo mmm 
consent and direction of the illustrious writers, long since placed in Mf, Norktlt 
hands with the fullest powers for editing and publication. It is not too much t9 
claim that the correspondence forms the most valuable and entertaining wort of 
the kind ever issued. 



Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d, 

Century (A) of Dishonour : 

A Sketch of the United States Government's Dealings with somso 
the Indian Tribes. 

Large 4to, half-bound, profusely Illustrated, 28s. 

Chatto and Jackson.— A Treatise on Wood 

Engraving ; Historical and Practical. By William Andrew Chatto 
and John Jackson. With an Additional Chapter by Henry G. 
BOHN ; and 450 fine Illustrations. A reprint of the last Revised EditioD. 

Chaucer : 

Chaucer for Children : A Golden Key. By Mrs. H. R. Hawiis. 
With Eight Coloured Pictures and nnmeront Woodcats by the Anttifli* 
Kew Edition, small 4to, cloth extra, 6s. 

0|ljBO!Q«r toT ^cftioo^B, ^1 ^iL'n, U« R» Hawbib. Dmny avo, dolh 

limp, as* 6d. 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 71. 6d, 

jPolman's Humorous Works : 

r *• Broad Grins," •• My Nightgown and Slippers," and other Humorous 
Works, Prose and Poetical, of GsORGB Colman. With Life by G;. 
B. BucKSTONB, and Frontispiece by Hogarth. 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, ss. 6d, 

Ckmvalescent Cookery : 

A Family Handbook. By Catherine Ryan. 
"Full of iouHd sense and useful /tin^i.'*— Saturday Rbyxew. 



Oonway (Moncure D.), Works by : 

Damonology and DevU-Lore. Two Vols., royal 8vo, with 65 
Illnstrations, 285. 

A Neoklaoe ot Stories. Illustrated by W. J. Hbnnbssy. 
Square 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

The Wandering Jew. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s, 

Thomas Carlyle : Letters and BecoUeotions. With Illustrations. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Oook (Dutton), Works by : 

Hours with the Players. With a Steel Plate Frontispiece. New 
ayd Cheaper Edition, crown Svo, cloth extra, ds. 

mghts at the Play: A View bf the English Stage. Two Vols., 
crown 8yo, cloth extra, axs. 

Post Svo, cloth limp, 25. 6d, 

Copyright.— A Handbook of English and 

Foreign Copyright in Literary and Dramatic Works. By Sidnby 
Jbrrold, of the Middle Temple, Esq., Barrister-at-Law. 

' ** Till the time arrives when copyright shaU be so simple and so uniform that 
#Mi» be generally understood and enjoyed^ such a handbook as this trill prove of 
ffnat value. It ts correct as well as concise, and gives Just the kind and quantity 
tf MformaHon desired by person* who are ignorant of the subject, and turn to it 
for information and guidance."— Athkvjevu. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d, 

Cornwall.— Popular Romances of the West 

of England ; or, The Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitions of Old 
Cornwall. Collected and Edited by Robert Hunt, F.R.S. New 
and Revised Edition, with Additions, and Two Steel-plate Illustra- 
tions by Gborgb Cruikshank. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, with 13 Portraits, ys, 6d, 

Creasy^s Memoirs of Eminent Etonians ; 

With Notices of the Early History of Eton College. By Sir Edward 
Crbasy, Author of " The Fifteen Decisive Battles of the World." 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Crimes and Punishments. 

Including a New Translation of Beccaria's '* De Dolltd « di^«^«t%r 
By James Ansos Farrer, 
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Onssans.— Handbook of Hnaldry,^^ ^_ 

wiA Instmctioos for Gracilis Podigrees and Dec^MMniif AfldBflt 
MSS., Ac By JOHM E. Cussahs. Entiv^ New and Reviwd 
Edition. lUiistrated widi Ofor 400 Woodcols and Coloarad PlatMi 



Post 8fo^ dotfi Bnqi« Sf • 6dL 

Davenant— What shall mj Son be P 

Hints for Parents on the Choice off a Profession or Tkade fior flair 
Sons. By Fbamcis Davxmaxt, If .A. 

New and Cheaper Edition, crown 8fo, doth extra, lUiistrated, 7s. 6A 

Doran.— Memories of our Great Towns. 

With Anecdotic Gleanings concerning their Worthies and their 
Oddities. By Dr. John Doran, F.SJL With 38 ninstiations. 

Crown 8vo, half-bound, 12s. 6A f€ 

Drama, A Dictionary of the. 

Being a comprehensive Guide to the Plays, Playwrig^its, Fla|enb 
and Playhouses of the United Kingdom and America, from tiM 
Earliest to the Present Times. By W. Davbnport AdaikS. (Uoi* 
form with Brewer's ** Reader's Handbook.") [In pr^aira^on. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Dyer.— The Polk-Lore of Plants. 

By T. F. Thisblton Dyer, M.A. \In pf$pafati(m. 

Among tiie sabjects treated of will be the following :— i. Primitive and Sava^ 
Notions respecting Plants — 3. Plant- Worship— 3. Plant-Life — 4. Lightning 
Plant»— 5. LeRendary Origin of Plants— 6. Mystic Plants— 7. Plant NomencU> 
tore— 8. Ceremonial. Use of Plants— o. The Doctrine of Signatures— 10. Plants 
In Folk-Medicine— II. Plants in Folk-Tales— 12. Plants in Demonology and 
Witchcraft— 13. Wishing-Plants— 14. Sacred Plants-^5. Luck-Plants. 

Crown Svo, cloth boards, 6s. per Volume. 

Early English Poets. 

Edited, with Introductions and Annotations, by Rev. A. B. Grosart. 

I. Tletolier'a (Giles, B.D.) Com- 1 3. Henick's (Bobert) Complete 
pleie Poems. OueVoV 1 Collected Poems. Tnree Vus. 

1 DaTlet* (8Vc 3o\m> Oom\^<b\A\ v ^&d3^«t^ ^^^ PtaUip) Com* 
Poetical aWoiVls. Tvjo\o\». \ T^«Nft'«^'e«3ii.^T&>tt.-v«x!^'^,iw 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 6s. 

ISmannel.— On Diamonds and Precious 

Slooes : their History, Value, and Properties ; with Simple Tests for 
Moertainiag their Reality. By Harry Emanubl, F.R.G.S. With 
nnmerous ulustrations. Tinted and Plain. 

•^ — ——^— — - — _____^^^^__^__ 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, with Illustrations, 7s. 6d, 

Bhut^shman's Hoas6| The : 

^A Practical Guide to all interested in Selecting or Building a House, 
with full Estimates of Cost, Quantities, &c. By C. J. Richardson. 
Third Edition. With nearly 600 Illustrations. 

- 

Bwald (Alex. CharleSi F.S.A.), Works by : 

stories firom the State Papers. With an Autotype Facsimile. 
Crown 8yo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Tlie LlfiB and Times of Prince Charles Stuart, Count of Albany, 
commonly called the Youne Pretender. From the State Papers and 
oUier Soorcea. New and Cneaper Edition, with a Portrait, crown 8vo, 
doth extra, 7s. 6d, ISkortly. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 65. 

Pairholt.— Tobacco : 

Its History and Associations ; with an Account of the Plant and its 
Manufacture, and its Modes of Use in all Ages and Countries. By 
F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A. With Coloured Frontispiece and upwards 
of zoo Illustrations by the Author. 

Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d, 

Familiar Allusions : 

A Handbook of Miscellaneous Information ; including the Names of 
Celebrated Statues, Paintings, Palaces, Country Seats, Ruins, 
Churches, Ships, Streets, Clubs, Natural Curiosities, and the like. 
By William A. Wheeler, Author of " Noted Names of Fiction ; " 
and Charles G. Wheeler. 

Faraday (Michael), Works by : 

The Ohexnioal History of a Candle : Lectures delivered before 
a Juvenile Audience at the Royal Institution. Edited by William 
Crookbs, F.C.S. Post 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous Illustrations, 
45.6^. 

On the VarioTis Forces of Nature, and their Relations to each 
other; Lectures delivered before a Juvenile Audience at the Royal 
Institution. Edited by William Crookss, F.C.S. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 
with numerous Illustrations, 45. 6(L 

New and Cheaper Edition, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 65. 

Fitzgerald.— Recreations of a Literary Man ; 

or. Does Writing Pay ? With Recollections of some Literary Men, 
and a View of a Literary Man's Working Life. By Percy Fitz- 
gerald. 



196 BY THE GATE OF THE SEA. 

Opened easily. Phil found the box and 
placed it on Arthur's knees. 

* There's something in the box, Phil. 
Take it out. What is it ? ' 

' A greenish bit of glass, Arthur. Nothing 
else.' 

'Throw it in the fire, Phil.' The 
youngster obeyed him. 'That was no philo- 
sopher's stone,' said Tregarthen, struggling 
up in his chair and supporting himself with 
both hands. ' I shall find the true one very 
soon. It stands at the head of every pea- 
sant's grave ? ' 



THE END. 



Spottiswoode A Co, Printers^ New-street Square, Londoh. 
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Square i6ino (Tauchnitz size), 

Gtolden Libr ary. The : 

BiOIad History of SngUuid. -By 
W.C Bbmmbtt. 

Biysffd Taylor's Diversions of 
fbe Echo Club. 

BpK>n'B Don Juan. 

laiirson'B Letters and Social 

Godwin's (William) Lives of 
tiui Necromancers. 

Rolmes's Autocrat of the 

Breakfast Table. With an Introduc- 
tkm by G. A. Sala. 

Solmes'B Professor at the 

fiieakfiist Table. 

Bdod'B Whims and Oddities. 
Complete. With all the original 
ninstrations. 

IMng'B (Washington) Tales of 
a Traveller. 

Erfing'8 (Washington) Tales of 

the Alhambra. 
Feese'B (Edward) Scenes and 

Occupations of Country Life. 

Lamb's Essays of Ella. Both 
Series Complete in One Vol. 

Leigh Hunt's Essays : A Tale 
fnr a Chimney Corner, and other 
Pieces. With Portrait, and Introduc- 
tion by Edmund Ollier. 



cloth extra, 25. per volume. 
Ifallory's (Sir Thomas) Mort 

d' Arthur : The Stories of King Arthur 
and of the Knights of the Round 
Table. Edited by B. Montoombrie 
Ranking. 

Pascal's Provincial Letters. A 

New Translatibn, with Historical In- 
troduction and Notes, by T. M'Crib, 
D.D. 

Pope's Poetical Works. Com- 
plete. 

Bochefoucauld's Maxims and 

Moral Reflections. With Notes, and 
an Introductory Essay by Sainte- 
Beuve. 

St. Pierre's Paul and Virginia, 

and The Indian Cottage. Edited, 
with Life, by the Rev. E. Clarke. 

Shelley's Early Poems, and 

gueen Mab, with Essay by Leigh 
•UNT. 

Shelley's Later Poems: Laon 

and Cythna, &c. 

Shelley's Posthumous Poems, 
the Shelley Papers, &c. 

Shelley's Prose Works, includ- 
ing A Refutation of Deism, Zastrozzi, 
St. Irvyne, &c. 

White's Natural History of Sel- 

bome. Edited, with Additions, by 
Thomas Brown, F.L.S. 



Nevir and Cheaper Edition, demy 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, js. 6d. 

Qreeks and Romans, The Life of the, 

Described from Antique Monuments. By Ernst Guhl and W. 
KONSR. Translated from the Third German Edition, and Edited by 
Dr. F. HUEFFER. With 545 Illustrations. 



" Must And a place, not only upon the scholar's shelves, but in every well-chosen 
Hbraiy of art "—T 



-Daily News. 



Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 4s. 6d. 

Quyot.— The Earth and Man; 

or, Physical Geography in its relation to the History of Mankind. 
By Arnold Guyot. With Additions by Professors Agassiz, Pierce, 
and Gray ; 12 Maps and Engravings on Steel, some Coloured, and* 
* copious Index. 

Crown 8vo, is. ; cloth, is. 6d. 

Hair (The) : Its Treatment in Health, Weak- 

ness, and Disease. Translated from the German of Dr. J. PiNCUS. 

Hake (Dr. Thomas Oordon), Poems by : 

Maiden Ecstasy. Small 4to, cloth extra. 85. 
New Symbols Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 
Legeada of the Morrow. Crown 8vo, cloth, estca, C»^« 
The Serpent Play. Crown 8vo, qloth extra, 6s. 



BOOKS PUBUSHED BY 



Artemos Ward: 

ArtomuB Ward's Woiks: Tha Woikftof Cbarlbs Farkba Biowif 

better known as Artbmus Ward. Crown Stq^ witili Portnit tad Fl 

, limile, cloth extra, 7s. 6d, 

Artemui Ward's Leotnre on the Mormons. With 3a Vtaitii 
tiona. Edit e d, witjoi Prefiice, by Edward P. HinoaroM. 6i. 

Ashton (John), Works by: 

A History of Uie Ohap-Books of tlM lU^hteesith Ovitan 

Bj John Ashton. With nearly ago Illnstrationa, engraved in te^nu 

of the originals. Crown 8vo, ctotn extra, 75. 6d. 

Social Life in the Beign of Queen Anne. Taken from Orisiiu 

Sources. By Jqhn Ashton. with nearly One Hundred Ulnstratiooi 

' New and cheaper Edition, crown 8to, doth, extra, y$. 6d, ZSft^ 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d, 

Bankers, A Handbook of London ; 

Together with Lists of Bankers from 1677. By F. G. Hilton Prior 

Bardsley (Rev. C. W.), Works by : 

English Snmames : Their Sources and Significations. Crown 990, 
cloth extra, ys. 6d. 

Oorlosities of Puritan Komenolature. Crown 8vo, clotfa extit. 
ys. 6d. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Illustrated, 75. 6<L 

Bartholomew Fair, Memoirs of. 

By Henry Morlb y. New Edition, wit h On e Hun dred Illustrations. 

Imperial 4to, cloth extra, gilt and gilt edges, 21s. per volume. 

Beautiful Pictures by British Artists : 

A Gathering of Favourites from our Picture Galleries. In Two Series. 
All engraved on Steel in the highest style of Art. Edited, witb 
Not ices of the Artist s, by Sydnby Armytagb, M.A. 

Small 4to, green and gold, 65. 6d. ; gilt edges, 75. 6d. 

Bechstein's As Pretty as Seven, 

And other German Stories. Collected by Ludwig Bbchstbin. 
With Additional Tales by the Brothers Grimm, and zoo IllustratioDS 

RiCHTER. 



One Shilling Monthly, Illustrated. 

Belgravia for 1883. 

"Maid of Athens," Justin McCarthy's New Serial Story, 
Illustrated by Fred. Barnard, was begun in the January Numbe 
of Belgravia, which Number contained also the First Portion ol 
a Story in Three Parts, by Ouida, entitled " Fresooes ; " tin 
continuation of Wilkie Collins's Novel, "Heart and Science;' 
a further instalment of Mrs. Alexander's Novel, " The Admiral 
Ward ; " and other Matters of Interest 

*,* Now ready, the Volume for November 1882 to February 188; 
(which includes the Belgravia Annual), cloth extra, gilt edges, 75. 6^. 
Cases for binding Volume s, 25. each. 

Belgravia Holiday Number, 

Written b^ tVie vjeW-known Authors who have been so long assc 
elated vnth the llLa.%;&x\T«»^'0\\ife"^\555Ji\%^^ usual in July, 
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Demy 8vo, Illustrated, uniform in lice for binding. 

Hackbum's (Henry) Art Handbooks: 

-,- Aoademy Notea, 1875. With 40 Illustrations, is. 
C AoadWTny Notes, 1876. With 107 Illustrations, is. 
^ Ajnart^iiny Notes, 1877. With 143 Illustrations, is. 

Aoademy Notes, 1878. With 150 Illustrations, is. 

AoadeTny Notes, 1879. With 146 Illustrations, is. 

Aoademy Notes, 1880. With za6 Illustrations, is. 

JUMdemy Notes, 1881. With xa8 Illustrations, is. 

Aoademy Notes, 1882. With 130 Illustrations, u. 

Anulmnj Notes, 1883. With Illustrations, is. IPrepariiii 

Orosvenor Notes, 1878. With 68 Illustrations, is. 

Oxosvenor Notes, 1879. With 60 Illustrations, zs. 

ChKMivexior Notes, 1880. With 56 Illustrations, is. 

Grosvenor Notes, 1881. With 74 Illustrations, is. 

OiOflvexior Notes, 1882. With 74 Illustrations, is. 

Gxosvenor Notes, 1883. With Illustrations, is. [Preparing. 

Siotares at the Paris Szfaibltion, 1878. 80 Illustrations, is. 

Plotuxes at South Kensington. With 70 Illustrations, is. 

The English Piotores at the National Gallery. 1 14 Illusts. zs. 

The 0.d Masters at the National Gallery. 128 Illusts. is. 6d. 

AMUiemy Notes, 1875-79. Complete in One Volume, with nearly 
600 Illustrations in Facsimile. Demy 8to, cloth limp, 6s. 

Qfosrenor Notes, 1877-1882. A Complete Catalogue of Exhi- 
bitions at the Grosvenor Gallery since the Commencement. Widi 
upwards of 300 Illustrations. Demy 8vo, doth I'mp, 6s. 

▲ Complete Illustrated Catalogue to the National Gall«ry. 

With Notes by H. Blackburm, and 242 Illasts. Demy 8vo, cloth limf , ss. 

UNIFORM WITH ** ACADEMY NOTES." 
Salon Notes. 1883. With 400 full-page Illustrations. Edited bf 
F. G. Dumas. (English Edition.) Demy 8vo, 3s. 

The Art Annual. Edited by F. G. Dumas. With 350 foU-pege 

Illustrations. Demy 8vo, 35. 6i. 

Boyal Scottish Academy Notes, 1878. 117 lUustrationa. is. 

Boyal Scottish Academy Notes, 1879. 125 Illustrations, is. 

Boyal Scottish Academy Notes, 1880. 114 Illustrations, is. 

Boyfld Scottish Academy Notes, 1881. 104 Illustrations, is. 

Boyfld Scottish Academy Notes, 1882. 114 Illustrations, is. 

Glasgow Institute of Fine Arts Notes, 1878. 95 Illusts. it. 

QlMgow Institute of Fine Arts Notes, 1879. xoo Illusts. it. 

Glasgow Institute of Fine Arts Notes, 1880. iso Illusts. is. 

Glasgow Institute of Fine Arts Notes, 1881. xp8 Illusts. is. 

Glasgow Institute of Fine Arts Notes, 1882. 102 Illusts. is. 

"Walker Art Gallery Notes, LiTerpool, 1878. us Illusts. ts. 

"Walker Art Gallery Notes, Liverpool, 1879. xoo lUusts. ss. 

Walker Art Gallery Notes, Liverpool, 1880. xoo Illusts. is. 

Boyfld Manchester Institution Notes, 1878. 88 Illustrations. U; 

Soolety of Artists Notes, Birmingham, 1878. 95 Illasts^ u. 
OhUdren of tha GJisat 01^. By F. W. Ij^wsow, i»« d 
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Demy 8vo, with Fourteen foU-poge Plates, doth boards, z8Si 

Ltisiad (The) of Camoens. 

Translated into English Spenserian Verse by Robert Ffrencb Duff. 

I ■ ^ — -*- 

McCarthy (Justin. M.?.), Works by : 

History of Our Own ^mes, firom the Accession of Queen T^ctoria 
to tb(B General Election of x88a Four Vols., dony 8vo, cloth extra, 
xas. each.— Also a Populab Edxtxom, in Four Vols., crown Sto^ dotb 
ezdna, 6s. each. 

A Child's Histoxy of Our Own Times. Crown 8vo. doth extra, 
45. 6d, [/n preparaium. 

History of the Four Georges. Four Vols., demy 8vo, dotb 
extra, las. each. [In preparakom 

•»• For Mr, McCarthys Novels, see pp. 21, 24. 

McCarthy (Justin H.), Works by : 

An OatUne of the History of Ireland, from the Earliest Time» 
to the Present Day. Crown Svo, is. ; doth, is. 6d, 

Serapion, and other Poems. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s, 

MacDonald (Oeorge, LL.D.)i Works by : 

The Princess and Oiirdie. With xi Illustrations by James Allek. 
Small crown Svo, cloth extra, 5s. 

Gutta-Fercha Vnilie, the Working Genius. With 9 niustratioos 
by Arthur Hughes. Square Svo, doth extra, 35. 6d, 

•»• For George Macdonald 's Novels, see pp. 22, 25. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Maclise Portrait-Qallery (The) of Illustrious 

Literary Characters ; with Memoirs, Biographical, Critical. Bibliogra- 
phical, and Anecdotal, illustrative of the Literature of the former 
half of the Present Century. By WILLIAM Bates, B.A. With 85 
Portraits printed on an India Tint. [in the Press, 

Macqnoid (Mrs.)^ Works by : 

In the Ardennes. With 50 fine Illustrations by Thomas R. 
Macquoid. Square Svo, cloth extra, los. 6d. 

Pictures suid Legends from Normandy and Brittany. With 
numerous Illustrations by Thomas R. Macquoid. Square Svo, cloth gilt, 
IDS. 6d. 

Through Normandy. With 90 Illustrations by T. R. Macquoid. 
Square Svo, cloth extra, 75. 6d. 

Through Brittany. With numerous Illustrations by T. R. Mac- 
quoid. Sq. 8vo, cloth extra, ys. 6d. 

About Yorkshire. With about 70 Illustrations by Thomas R- 
Macquoid, Engraved by Swain. Square Svo, cloth extra, ids. 6^/. 

[in preparation. 

Handsomely printed in facsimile, price 55. 

Magna Charta. 

An exact Facsimile of the Original Document in the British Museum, 
printed on fine plaXe paper, nearly 3 feet long by 2 feet wide, with tht 
Arms and Seals eiab\azo\i^^SxiQ»Q\^^sA03.\a\u:a» 
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MaUock (W. H.), Works by : 

l8 Life Worth LiTing P Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

The New Kepublic ; or, Culture, Faith, and Philosophy in an 
English Country House. Post 8yo, cloth limp, ss. 6d, 

The New Paul and Vlrgixiia ; or, Positivism on an Island. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, ss. td. 

Poems. Small 4to, bound in parchment, 8s. 

A Romance of the Nineteenth Century. Second Edition, with 
a Preface. Two Vols., crown 8vo, 21s. 

Mark Twaiiii Works by: 

The Choice Works of Mark Twain. Revised and Corrected 
throughout by the Author. With Life, Portrait, and numerous lUustra- 
tions. Crown 8yo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

The Adventures of Tom Sawyer. With 100 Illustrations. Small 
8to, cloth extra, ys. 6d, Cmbap Edition, illustrated boards, ss. 

An Idle Ezoursion, and other Sketches. Post Svo, illustrated 

boards, 2S. 

The Prince and the Pauper. With nearly 200 Illustrations^ 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d, 

The Innocents Abroad; or, The New Pilgrim's Progress: 
Being some Account of the Steamship *' Quaker City's " Pleasure Ex- 
cursion to Europe and the Holy Land. With 234 Illustrations. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 75. 6d. Cheap Edition, post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

The Stolen White Elephant, &o. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 65. 

Life on the Mississippi. With about 300 Original Illustrations. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. {In preparatiofK 

A Trainp Abroad. With 314 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth 
extra, 7s. 6d. 

" The fun And tenderness of the conception, of which no living man but 
Mark Twain is capable, its grace and fantasy and slyness, the wonderful 
feeling for animals that is manifest in every line, make of all this episode oj 
Jim Baker and his jay\ a piece of work that is not omy delightfuf as mere 
reading, but also of a htgh degree of merit as literature. . . . The book i& 
full of good things, and contains passages and episodes that are equal to the 
funniest of those that have gone before.**— Kttaeiujb.mu. 

Small Svo, cloth limp, with Illustrations, 2$, 6d» 

Miller-— Physiology for the Young; 

Or, The House of Life : Human Physiology, with its application to 
the Preservation of Health. For use in Classes and Popular Reading. 
With numerous Illustrations. By Mrs. F. Fenwick Millbr. 

"An admirable introduction to a subject which all who value health and enjoy 
life should have at their fingers* ends,** — Echo. 



Milton (J. L.), Works by : 

The Hygiene of the Skin. A Concise Set of Rules for the 
Management of the Skin: with Directions for Diet, Wines, Soaps, Baths, 
&c. Small 8vo, 15. cloth extra, is. 6d, 

The Bath in Diseases of the Skin. Small Svo, is. ; cloth extra, 
IS. 6d. 

The Laws of Life, and their Relation to Diseases of the Skin, 
Sznall Svo, is. ; cloth extra, is. 6d, 
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BOOKS PUBUSH^D BY 



Post 8vo, doth limp, 

Majrfair Library, The : 

A Joomey Round My Boom. 

By Xavibr db Maxstrx. Traot- 
Uted by Henry ArrwBix. 

Ijatter-Day Lyrics. Edited by 

W. Davenport Adams. 

Quips and Quiddities. Selected 
by W. Davenport Adams. 

The Agony Column of " The 

Times," from 1800 to 1870. Edited, 
with an Introduction,by Alice Clay. 

Balzac's " Oom^die Humaine " 

and its Author. With Translations 
by H. H. WAI.KER. 

Melancholy Anatomised : A 

Popular Abridgment of ''Burton's 
Anatomy of Melancholy." 

Gastronomy as a Fine Art By 
Briu^t-Savarin. 

The Speeches of Charles 

DiCXBNS. 

Literary Frivolities, Fancies, 

Follies, and Frolics. W. T. Dobson. 

Poetical Ingenuities andEccen- 

tricities. Selected and Edited by 
W. T. Dobson. 

The Cupboard Pai>ers. By 

Fin-Bec. 

Original Plays by W. S. Gil- 
bert. First Series. Containing : 
The Wicked World — Pygmalion and 
Galatea— Charity —The Princess — 
The Palace of Truth— Trial by Jury. 

Original Plays by W. S. Gil- 
bert. Second Series. Containing: 
Broken Hearts — Engaged — Sweet- 
hearts — Gretchen — l3an1 Druce — 
Tom Cobb— H.M.S. Pinafore— The 
Sorcerer — The Pirates of Penzance. 

Animals and their Masters. 
By Sir Arthur Helps. 

Curiosities of Criticism. By 
Henry J. Jennings. 



as. CApervoluma. 

The Autoorat of the Bniak- 

fiast-Table. By Q. WbndbllHolmbs. 
Illostrated by J. Gordon Thomson. 

Pencil and Palette. By Robert 

Kbmpt. 

Clerical Anecdotes. By Jacob 

Larwood. 

Forensic Anecdotes; or, Hu- 
mour and Curiosities of die Law and 
Men of Law. By Jacob Larwood. 

Theatrical Anecdotes. ByjACx>B 

Larwood. 

Carols of Cockayne. By Hbnry 
S. Leigh. 

Jeux d'Esprit. Edited by ditto. 

The True History of Joshua 
Davidson. By £. Lynn Linton. 

Witch Stories. By E. L. Linton. 

Pastimes and Players. By 
Robert Macgrbgor. 

The New Paul and Virginia. 

By W. H. Mallocr. 

The New Republic. By ditto. 

Muses of Mayfair. Edited by 
H. Cholmondeley-Pennell. 

Thoreau : His Life and Aims 

By H. A. Page. 

Puck on Pegasus. Dy H. 
Cholmondeley-Pennell. 

Puni£uia. By the Hon. Hugh 
Rowley. 

More Puniana. By ditto. 

The Philosophy of Hand- 
writing. Don Felix de Salamanca, 

By Stream and Sea. By Wil- 
liam Senior. 

Old Stories Re-told. By Walter 
Thornbury. 

Leaves from a Naturalist's 

Note-Book. ByDr.ANOREwWiLSON. 



Large 4to, bound in buckram, 21s. 

Moncrieff.— The Abdication; or, Time Tries All. 

An Historical Drama. By W. D. Scott-Moncrieff. With Seven 
Etchings by John Pettie, R.A., W. Q. Orchardson, R.A., J. Mac 
Whirter, A.R.A., Colin Hunter, R. Macbeth and Tom Graham. 

Square 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous Illustrations, 75.6^^. 

North Italian Folk. 

By Mrs. Comyns Carr. Illustrated by Randolph Caldecott. 
"A delightful book, of a kind which is far too rare. If anyone wants to realfy 
inow the North Italian folk, voc can Konestlv eidw&t Kxm to omit the journey^ and 
r^ad Afrs. Carr*s pages insUad. . . DescriUion \B\t>v Utv Catt >& a twl ^fl , 
// u rarely that a book is $0 happHy illustTa*ei.»»-Co^t^^^Q^^x^^'H\».'«. 



CHATTO «• WINDUS, PICCADILLY. 



New Novels : 

WANDA. By Ouida. 3 vols;, crown 8yo. ZShorUly' 

PORT SALVATION; or, The Evangelist. ByALPHONSB Daudbt. 

Tra nslated by C. Harrt Mbltjebs. a vols., post 8vo, i2s. [Shortly, 
THE HANDS OF JUSTICE. By F. W. Robinson. 3 vols. 
WOM EN ARE STRANGE, &c. By F. W. Robinson. 3 vols. 
THE CAPTAINS' ROOM, &c. By Waltbr Bbsant, Anther 

of " All Sorts and Conditions of Men," &c. 3 vols. 
OF HIGH DEGREE. By Charlbs Gibbon, Author of ** Robin 

Gra y," " The Golden Shaft/[ &c. 3 vols. 
THE GOLDEN SHAFT. By Charlbs Gibbon. 3 vols. 
SELF-CONDEMNED. By Mrs. Alfrbd Hunt. 3 vols. 
KIT : A Memory. By Tames Payn. 3 vols. 
VAL STRANGE. By D. Christib Murray. 3 vols. 
HEARTS. By David Christib Murray. 3 vols. [May. 

REGIMENTAL LEGENDS. By J. S. Wintbr. 3 vols. 
GIDEON FLEYCE. By Hbnry W. Lucy. 3 vols. 
DUST : A Story. By Julian Hawthornb, Author of " Garth," 

*• Sebastian Strome," &c. 3 vols. 
HEART AND SCIENCE : A Story of the Present Day. By 

WiLKiB Collins. 3 vols. [Mav. 

A NEW COLLECTION of STORIES by CHARLES RE ADE 

is now in preparation, inj vols. 
KEPT IN THE DARK. By Anthony Trollopb. 2 vols., izs. 
MR. SCARBOROUGH'S FAMILY. By Anthony Trollops. 

3vols. [April. 

ANNAN WATER. By Robbrt Buchanan. 3 vols. [Jkfoy. 

BEHIND A BRASS KNOCKER: Some Grim Realities in 

Picture and Prose. By Frbd. Barnard and C. H. Ross. Demy 8vo, 

cloth extra, with 30 full-page Drawings, xos. 6d, 

Post 8vo, cloth extra. Illustrated, $s. 

Number Nip (Stories about), 

The Spirit of the Giant Mountains. Retold for Children by Walter 
Grahams. With Illustrations by J. Moyr Smith. 

O'Shaughnessy (Arthur), Works by : 

Songs of a Worker. Fcap. 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 6d. 
Musio and Moonlight. Fcap. 8vo, cloth extra, *js, 6d, 
Lays of France. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, los. 6d, 

- - _ - — - -■ 

Crown 8vo, red cloth extra, 55. each. 

Ouida's Novels.— Library Edition. 

Held in Bondage. Fasoarel. 

Strathmore. 

ChandoB. 

Under Two Flags. 

Idalia. 

Ceoil CEistlemaine's Gage. 

Triootrin. 

Puck. 

Folle Farine. 

A Dog of Flanders. 



Two Little Wooden Shoes. 

Signa. 

In a Winter City. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 

Moths. 

Pipistrello. 

A Village Oommune. 

InMaremma. 



*«* Also a Cheap Edition of all but the last, post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. each. 
BIMBI : Stories for Children. By OuiDA. Square 8vo, cloth gUt, 

cinnamon edges, 7s. 6d. 

WISDOM, POETRY, AND PATHO^,^?\'&c\3bft.\wcB.SiaA^tse«^ 
of OviDA. By F. S. Morris. SrnaW ci . ^no , c\. vixt'a.^ «^« \li^ Wv«. ^xt» 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Crown 8yo, doth extra, with Vignette Portrait!, price 61. per Vol. 

Ld DrAmAtiats. The : 



Old Dramatists^ The 

Ben JoDBon'B Works. 

With Notes Critical and Explanatory, 
and a Biographical Memoir bv Wiv 
LiAM GiFPORD. Edited by Colon«l 
CuMMwoBAai. Three Vola. 

Ohapmaa'8 Works. 

Complete in Three Vols. Vol. I. eon- 
taint die Playt complete, inclading 
the doubtful ones; Vol. II. the 
Poems and Minor Translations, with 
an Introdoctory Essay by Alobrwow 



Chaiues Swinburnb ; Vol. III. thm 
Translations of the Ulad and 
Odyssey. 

Marlowe's Works. 

Including his Traaslatioat. Edited, 
with Notes and Introduction, fcy Col. 
CUNMIMOMAM. One Vol. 

Massinger'a Flays. 
From the Text of William Giffoxo. 
Edited by CoL Cumminoham. One 
Vol. 



Post 8yo, cloth limp, is. 6d, 

Parliamentary Procedure, A Popular Hand- 

book of. By Henry W. Lucy. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s 

Payn.— Some Private Views : 

Being Essays contributed to The Nineieenth Century and to The 
Times. By Jambs Payn, Author of '* Lost Sir Massingberd.'* 6tc. 
*»* For Mr. Payn's Novels, see pp. 22, 24, 25. 

Two Vols. 8vo, cloth extra, with Portraits. los. 64: 

Plutarch's Lives of Illustrious Men. 

Translated from the Greek, with Notes Critical and Historical, and a 
Life of Plutarch, by John and William Langhornb. 

Proctor (Richard A.), Works by : 

Flowers of the Sky, With 55 Illustrations. Small crown 8yo, 
cloth extra, 4s. 6d, 

Easy Star Lessons. With Star Maps for Every Night in the Year, 
Drawings of the Constellations, &c. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 65. 

Familiar Soienoe Studies. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 6d. 

Myths and Marvels of Astronomy. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ds« 

Pleasant Ways in Soienoe. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Hough Ways made Smooth: A Series of Familiar Essays on 
Scientific Subjects. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Our Flaoe among Infinities: A Series of Essays contrasting our 
Little Abode in Space and Time with the Infinities Aroond os. Orown 
8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

The Expanse of Heaven : A Series of Essays on the Wonders 
of the Firmament. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 65;. 

Saturn and its System. New and Revised Edition, with 13 Steel 
Plates. Demy Svo, cloth extra, xos. 6d, 

The Great Pyramid : Observatory, Tomb, and TemplOi With Illus- 
trations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Mysteries of Time and Spaoe. With Illustrations. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 7s. 6d, 

Wages and Wants of Soienoe Workers. Crown Svo, zs. 6d. 

" Mr, Proctor, of all writers of our time, best conforms to Matthew A mold 's eon* 
^efifion of a man of cuXiMrty \n that He Urivu to Kumanisc knowledge and divest it 
of whatever is harsh, crude, ortecHnical, andwwa^»Sfc*wut<;%<»i V.a^^t««» and 
^nghtnessfor a«,"— WatTUinaiaa E«n\iw% 
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Library Editions, many Illustrated, crown Bio, cloth extra, $•• 6d, mcIi. 

Piccadilly Novels, The. 



Br MRS, ALEXANDER. 

Maid, Wife, or Widow P 

BY W. BESANT & JAMES RICE. 

Beady-Money Mortiboy. 

My Little Qirl. 

The Oase of Mr. LuorafL 

This Son of Vulcan. 

With Harp and Orown, 

The Golden Butterfly. 

By Celia's Arbour. 

The Monks of Thelema. 

'Twas in Trafalgar's Bay. 

The Seamy Side. 

The Ten Tears' Tenant. 

The Chaplain of the Fleet. 

BY ROBERT BUCHANAN. 

A Child Of Nature. 
Ood and the Man. 

BY MRS, H. LOVBTT CAMERON. 

Deceivers Ever. 
Juliet's Guardian. 

BY WILKIE COLLINS. 

Antonina. | Basil. 

Hide and Seek. 
The Dead Secret. 
Queen of Hearts. 
My Miscellanies. 
The Woman in White. 
The Moonstone. 
Man and Wife. 
Poor Miss Finch. 
MissorMrsP 
The New Magdalen. 
The Frozen Deep. 
The Law and the Lad7« 
The Two Destinies. 
The Haunted HoteL 
The Fallen Leaves. 
Jezebel's Daughter. 
The Black Robe. 

BY M. BETHAM-EDWARDS. 
Felicia. 

BY MRS. ANNIE EDWARDES. 

Archie Lovell. 

BY R. E. FRANCILLON. 

Olympia. | Queen Cophetoa. 

BY EDWARD GARRETT. 

The Oapel OirlB. 



tit ^tit 9iui^axi. 

BY CHARLES GIBBON. 

Robin Gray. 

For Lack of Gold. 

In Love and War. 

What will the World Say f 

For the King. 

In Honour Bound. 

Queen of the Meadow. 

m Pastures Green. 

The Flower of the Forest 

A Heart's Problem. 

BY THOMAS HARDY. 

Uhder the Greenwood Trea 

BY JULIAN HAWTHORNS. 
Garth. 

EUice Quentin. 
Sebastian Strome. 

BY MRS ALFRED HUNT. 
Thomicroft's Model. 
The Leaden Casket. 

BY JEAN INGELOW. 

Fated to be Free. 

BY HENRY JAMES, Jim, 

Confldenco. 

BY Harriett JAY. 
The Queen of Connaught 
The I)ark Colleen. 

BY HENRY KINGSLEY. 

Number Seventeen. 
Oakshott Castle. 

BY £. LYNN LINTON. 

Patricia Eembsill. 
Atonement of Learn Dundaa. 
The World Well Lost. 
Under which Lord P 
With a Silken Thread. 
The Rebel of the Family. 
"MyLovel" 

BY JUSTIN McCarthy, mj^. 

The Waterdale Neighbouxi. 
My Enemy's Daughter, 
Linley Rochford. 
A Fair Sazon. 
Dear Lady Disdain. 
Miss Misanthrope. 
Donna Quixote. 
\ *£)[ia OomsX Ql ^ 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Piccadhxt Novbz.8 — ioiUmmd, 

BY KATHARINE S. MACQUOID, 

laOft BoBe. I The Evil Eye. 

BY FLORBNCB MARRYAT. 

Open I Seaame I 
written in Fire. 

BY JEAN MIDDLSMASS. 

Touch and Go. 

BY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 

A Life's Atonement 
Joseph's Ooat. 

BY MRS, OLIPHANT. 

Whiteladies. 

BY JAMBS PAYN. 

Lost Sir Massingberd. 
The Best of Husbands. 
Fallen Fortunes. | Halves. 
Walter's Word 
What He Cost Her. 
Less Blaok than We're Fainted. 
By Frozy . I Under One Roof. 
High Spirits. | Garlyon's Year. 
A Oonndential Agent. 
From FiTJle. 

BY CHARLES READE, D.CJ., 

It is Never Too Late to Mend. 

Hard Cash. | Peg Wofflngton. 

Ohristie Johnstone. 

Qrifath Gaunt. 

The Double Marriage. 

Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 



By CRAXLKS RXADB— AW^tlHMtf. 

Foul Flay. | A Simpleton. 
The Oloister and the Hearth. 
The Course of True Love. 
The Autobiography of a Thief. 
Fut Yourself in His Flace. 
A Terrible Temptation. 
The Wandering Heir. 
A Woman-Hater. | Beadiana. 

BY MRS. J. H. RIDDELL. 

Her Mother's Darling. 

BY JOHN SAUNDERS. 

Bound to the Wheel. 
Guy Waterman. 
One Against the World. 
The Lion in the Fath. 
The Two Dreamers. 

BY BERTHA THOMAS, 

FroudMaisie. | Cressida. 
The Violin-Flayer. 

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPS. 

The Way we Live Now. 
The American Senator. 

BY T. A. TROLLOPS. 

Diamond Out Diamond. 

BY SARAH TYTLER. 

What She Came Through. 
The Bride's Fass. 

BY J. S. WINTER. 
Cavalry Life. 



NEW VOLUMES OF THE PICCADILLY NOVELS IN THE PRESS. 



All Sorts and Conditions of 

Men. By Walter Bbsant. Illus- 
trated by Fred. Barnard. 

The Shadow of the Sword. By 

Robert Buchanan. 
The Martyrdom of Madeline. 

By Robert Buchanan. 

Love Me for Ever. By Robert 

BvQHANAN. Front, by P. Macnab. 

Swe^it Anne Page. By Mor- 
timer Collins. 

Transmigration. By M. Collins. 

Blaoksmlth £uid Scholar. By 
Mortimer and Frances Collins. 

From Midnight to Midnight. By 
Mortimer Collins. 

The Village Comedy. By Mor- 
timer and Frances Collins. 

You Play me False. By Morti- 
mer and Frances Collins. 

Paul Foster's Daughter. By 
DuTTOK Cook. 

Hearts of Gold. By Wm. C^?l.e.s. 
Dolores. By James L. Derv/islut . 
One by One. R. E. Frahcii-i-oi^. 



The Brsies of Yarrow. By 

Charles Gibbon. 
Prince Saroni's Wife. By Julian 

Hawthorne. 
Ivan de Biron. By Sir A. Helps. 
Paul Faber, Surgeon. By Geo. 

MacDonald, LL.D. With a Frontis- 

Eiece by T. E. Millais, R.A. 
Lomas wingfold, Curate. By 

George MacDonald, LL.D. Wifb 
a Frontispiece by C. J. Staniland. 

Coals of Fire. By D. Christie 
Murray. Illust.by Arthur Hopkins, 
G. L. Seymour, and D. T. White. 

A Grape from a Thorn. By 
James Payn. Illust. by W. Small. 

For Cash Only. By James Payn. 

Valentina. By E. C. Price. 

The Prince of Wales's Gtird^i- 

Party. By Mrs. J. H. Riddell. 

The Mysteries of Heron Dyke. 

By T. W. Speight. 

Frau Frohmann. By Anthony 
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Post 8vo, iUnstrated boudf, ss. each. 

Popular Novels, Cheap Editions of. 

[Wilms CoLLiNS's Novkls and Bbsant and RicB'sNojELsmayatoobelad 
in cloth limp at «. 64, See, t<fOtth$ Piccadilly NovsL8,/or Library Bd^tiom,} 

By WiLUB Collins — ctmt. 



BY BDMOND ABOUT, 

The Fellah. 

BY HAMILTON AIdL 
Oonfidences. 
Oarr of Carrlyon. 

BY MRS. ALEXANDER, 

Maid, Wife, or Widow P 

BY W. BESANT & JAMBS RICE, 

Beady-Money Mortiboy. 

With Harp and Grown. 

This Son of VuloazL 

My liitUe Girl. 

The Case of Mr. Luoraft. 

The Golden Butterfly. 

By Oelia's Arbour. 

The Monks of Thelezna. 

*Twa8 in Trafalgar's Bay. 

The Seamy Side. 

The Ten Years' Tenant. 

BY SHELSLEY BEAUCHAMP. 

Grantley Grange 

BY FREDERICK BOYLE. 

Oamp Notes. | Savage Ufe. 

BY BRET HARTE. 
An Heiress of Red Dog. 
The Luck of Roaring Gamp. 
Gabriel Gonroy. | Flip. 
BY MRS. BURNETT, 

Surly Ttm. 

BY MRS. H. LOVETT CAMERON, 

Deceivers Ever. 

Juliet's Guardian. 

BY M ACL A REN COBBAN, 
The Gure of Souls. 

BY C. ALLSTON COLLINS, 
The Bar Sinister. 

BY WILKIE COLLINS, 

Antonina. | Basil. 

Hide and Seek. 

The Dead Secret. 

The Queen of Hearts. 

My Miscellanies. 

The Woman in WhltOt 

The Moonstone. 

Man and Wife. 

Poor Miss Finoh. 

1^8 or Mrs. P 

The New Magdalen. 

The Frozen Deep. 

Th9 Law and the Lady. . 



The Two Destinies. 
The Haunted HoteL 
Fallen Leaves. 
Jezebel's Daughter. 

BY DUTTON COOK, 



\ 



BY MRS. iNNIE EDWARDES^ 

A Point of Honour. 
Archie Lovell. 

BY M. BETHAM'EDWARDS. 

Felicia. 

BY EDWARD EGGLESTON, ' 
Rozy. 

BY PERCY FITZGERALD. 

Polly. I Bella Donna. 

Never Forgotten. 
The Second Mrs. Tillotson. 
Seventy-flve Brooke Street. 

BY ALBANY DE FONBLANQUB 

Filthy Lucre. 

BY R. E. FRANCILLON, 

Olympia. | Queen Gophetaa. 

BY EDWARD GARRETT, 

The Gapel Girls. 

BY CHARLES GIBBON, 

Robin Gray. 

For Lack of Gk>ld. 

What will the World SajP 

In Honour Bound. 

The Dead Henrt. 

In Love and War. 

For the King. 

gueen of the Meadow. 
1 Pastures Green. 

BY JAMES GREENWOOD. 

Dick Temple. 

BY ANDREW HALLIDAY, 

Every-day Papers. 

BY LADY DUFFUS HARDY, 

Paul Wynter's Sacrifice. 

BY THOMAS HARDY. 

Under the Greenwood Tree. 

BY JULIAN HA WTHORNE, 

Garth. | EUice Quenttn. 

BY TOM HOOD, 

JL Golden Heart. 

BY VICTOR HUGO. 



i 



BOOKS PUBUSHBD BY 



PopULAm NovxLS— ^mi^AikmL 

BY MRS. ALFRED BUST. 

ffhomioroft*! Model* 

BY JEAN INGELOW0 

W9ML to be Tree. 

BY HENRY JAMES, Jm, 

OoDfldence. 

BY HARRIETT JAY. 

The Queen of Oonnaqghl 
The Sark OoUeen. 

BY HENRY KINGSLEY^ 

Kuinber SeventeeiL 
Oakshott Oastle. 

BY E. LYNN LINTON. 

Patrioia KembalL 
Atonement of Leaxn Dundait 
The World Well Lost. 
Under whioh Lord? 
With a Silken Thread. 

: BY JUSTIN McCarthy, m^. 

The Waterdale Neighbour!. 

Bear Lady Disdain. 

If 7 Enemy's Daughter. 

A Fair Sazon. v 

liinley Boohford. 

Miss Misanthrope. 

Donna Quixote. 

BY AGNES MACDONELL. 

Quaker Cousins. 

BY KATHARINE S, MACQUOID. 

The Evil Eye. | Lost Rose. 

BY FLORENCE MARRY AT. 

Oi>enl Sesame 1 
A Harvest of Wild Oats. 
A Little Stepson. 
Fighting the Air. 
Written in Fire. 

BY JEAN MIDDLEMASS. 

Touch and Go. 
Mr. Dorillion. 

i BY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY, 

; A Life's Atonement. 

BY MRS, OLIPHANTn 

Whiteladies. 

BY OUIDA. 

Held in Bondage. 

Strathmore. I Chandoa. 

Under Two Flags. 

IdaUa. 

Ceoii Castlemaine'a Gage. 
Trfcotrin 
PuoJc I FoUe FaxVna. 



By OuiAA— «0af. 
A Dog of FlandsM. 
PaioareL 

Two Llttla Wooden Shoea. 
tSigna. 

In a Winter Oity. 
Ariadne. I Friendship. 

Moths. I Pipistrello. 

A Village Commune. 

BY JAMES PAYN. 

Lost Sir Maaringberd. 

A Perfect Treasure. 

Bentinck's Tutor. 

Murphy's Master. 

A County Family. 

At Her Meroy. 

A Woman's Vengeanoab 

Cecil's Trsrst. 

The Clyfllirds of Clyflb. 

The Family Scapegrace^ 

The Foster Bromers. 

Found Dead. 

Gwendoline's Harvest. 

Humorous Stories. 

Like Father, Like Son. 

A Marine Besidenoe. 

Married Beneath Him. 

Mirk Abbev. 

Not Wooed, but Won. 

Two Hundred Pounds Reward. 

The Best of Husbands. 

Walter's Word. | Halves. 

Fallen Fortunes. 

What He Cost Her. 

Less Black than we're Painted. 

By Proxy. 

Under One Roof. 

High Spirits. 

A Confidential Agent. 

Carlyon's Year. 

BY EDGAR A. FOE, 

The Mystery of Marie Roget. 

BY CHARLES READE, D.C.L. 

It is Never Too Late to Mend. 

Hard Cash. 

Peg Wofflngton. 

Christie Johnstone. 

Griffith Gaunt. 

The Double Mcuriage. 

Love Me Little, Love Me Loofcg. 

Fold Play. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. 

The Course of True Love. 

TlQft KxyJUi^ACk^T^-^^i:^ cit 9. Thiet 
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Popular l^oY&u&—continu$d. 

BY MRS. y. H, RIDDELL, 

Her Mother's Darling. 

BY GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA. 

Gaslight and Daylight. 

BY JOHN SAUNDERS, 

Bound to the Wheel. 
Guy Watennan. 
One Against the World. 
The Lion in the Path. 

BY ARTHUR SKETCHLEY, 

A Match in the Dark. 

BY WALTER THORNBURT. 

Tales for the Marines. 

BY T. ADOLPHUS TROLLOPS. 

Diamond Out Diamond. 

NEW TWO-SHILLING 

The Ohaplain of the Sleet By 
Bbsant and Rxcb. 

The Shadow of the Sword. By 

Robert Buchanan. 

A Ohild of Nature. R. Buchanan. 

Sweet Anne Page. By Mor- 
timer Collins. 

Transmigration. By M. Collins. 

Frances. By M. and F. Collins. 

Sweet and Twenty. Ditto. 

Blacksmith and Scholar. Ditto. 

From Midnight to Midnight. By 
Mortimer Collins. 

A Fight with Fortune. Ditto. 

The Village Comedy. By Mor- 
timer and Frances Collins. 

You Play me False. Ditto. 

The Black Robe. By Wilkib 
Collins. 

Paul Foster's Daughter. By 
DuTTON Cook. 

Dolores. By Jambs L. Dbrwbnt. 

One by One. R. E. Francillon. 

Dr. Austin's Guests. W.Gilbert. 

The Wizard of the Mountain. 
By William Gilbert. 

James Duke. By Wm. Gilbbrt. 



BY ANTHONY TROLLOPS. 

The Way we Live Now. 
The American Senator. 

BY MARK TWAIN. 

A Pleasure Trip in Burppe. 

Tom Sawyer. 

An Idle Bxoursion. 

BY LADY WOOD. 

Sabina. 

BY EDMUND YATES. 

Oastaway. 
Forlorn Hope. 
Land at Last. 

ANONYMOUS, 

Paul ForroU. 

Why P. FerroU EUled hifl Wife. 

NOVELS IN THE PRESS. 

Sebastian Strome. By Julian 

Hawthorne. 
IvandeBiron. By Sir A. Hblps. 

The Leaden Oasket By Mrs. 

Alfred Hunt. 
The Rebel of the Family. By 

Mrs. Lynn Linton. 

" My Love ! " E. Lynn Linton. 
Paul Faber, Surgeon. By Gbo. 

MacDonald, LL.D. 
Thomas Wingfold, Ourate. Do 
NewBepubUc. W.H. Mallock. 
PhcBbe's Fortunes. By Mrs. 

Robert O'Reilly. 
From Exile. By Jambs Payn. 
Some Private Views. Ditto. 
Valentina. By E. C. Price. 
A Levantine Family. By Baylb 

St. John. 

The Two DreameraJ.SAUNDBRs 
The Mysteries of H^ron Dyke. 
By T. W. Speight. 

Oressida. By Bbrtha Thomas. 
Proud Maisie. Bbrtha Thomas. 
The Violin-Player. Ditto. 
What She Came Through. By 
Sarajb Tytlbr. 



Fcap. 8vo, picture covers, is. each. 
Jeff Brlggs's Love Story. By Brbt Hartb. 
The Twins of Table Mountain. By Brbt Hartb. 
Mrs. Qainsborou^'s Diamonds. By Julian Hawthorne. 
Kathleen Mavoumeen. By the Author of " That Lass o' Lowrie's." 
Lindsay's Luok. By the Author of '* That Lass o' Lowrie's." 
Pretty Polly Pemberton. By the Author of " That Lass o* Lowrie's.** 
Trooping with Crows. By hbcs. Pirkis. 
The Professor's Wife. By Leonard Graham. 
A Double Bond. By Linda Villari. 
Esther's Glove. By R. E. Francillon. 
The Garden that Paid the Bent By Tou \iLicu^\A« 



l6 BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 

PlaaohS (J. R.), Works by: 

The Oyolopsddia of Oostame ; or, A Dictionary of Dress— Regal» 
Ecclesiastical, Civil, and Military — ^from the Earliest Period in England 
to the Rei|{n of George the Third. Inclading NcMioes of Contemporaneous 
Fashions on the Continent, and a General History of the Costumes of the 
Principal Countries of Europe. By J. R. PLANCHft, Somerset Herald. 
Two vols, demy 4to, half morocco, profusely Illustrated with Coloured 
and Plain Plates and Woodcuts, £7 7s. The Volumes may also be had 
separately (each complete in itself) at £3 135. 6d. each : Vol. I. Thb 
Dictionary. Vol. H. A Gbnbral History of Costume in Europe. 

The Pursuivant of ArzoB ; or, Heraldry Founded upon Facts. By 
J. R. PLANCHi. With Coloured Frontispiece and 200 Illustrations. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d, 

Songs £Uid Poems, from xSzo to 1879. By T. R. Planch!^. Edited, 
with an Introduction, by his Daughter, Mrs. Macxarness. Crown 8vo, 
^cloth extra, 6s. 



Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Portrait and Illustrations, 7s. 6d, 

Foe's Choice Prose and Poetical Works. 

With Baudblaire's Essay on his Life and Writings. 

Small 8vo, cloth extra, with 130 Illustrations, 3s. 6d, 

Prince of Argolis, The : 

A Stor y of the O ld Gr eek Fairy T i me. By J. Moyr Smith, 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7<. 6d, 

Rabelais' Works. 

Faithfully Translated from the French, with variorum Notes, and 
numerous characteristic Illustrations by Gustavb Dore. 

Crown Svo, cloth gilt, with numerous Illustrations, and a beautifully 
executed Chart of the various Spectra, 75. 6d, 

Bambosson.— 'Popular Astronomy. 

By J. Rambosson, Laureate of the Institute of France. Translated 
by C. B. Pitman. Profusely Illustrated. 

Entirely New Edition, Revised, crown Svo, 1,400 pages, cloth extra, 7s. 6d, 

Reader's Handbook (The) of Allusions, Be- 

fbrences, Plots, and Stories. By the Rev. Dr. Brewer. Third Edition, 
revised throughout, with a New Appendix, containing a Complete 
English Bibliography. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Richardson. — A Ministry of Health, and 

other Papers. By Benjamin Ward Richardson, M.D., &c. 

Rimmer (Alfred). Works by : 

Our Old Country Towns. By Alfred Rimmer. With over 5© 

Illustrations by the Author. Square Svo, cloth extra, gilt, 105. 6d, 

Bambles Bound Eton and Harrow. By Alfred Rimmer. With 

50 Illustrations by the Author. Square Svo, cloth gilt, los. 6d. 
About England with Diokens. With Illustrations by Alfred 
RiMMSR and C. A. Vawdbrhoof. Sq. Svo, el. gilt, 105. 6 d, 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, ys. 6d. 

Bobinson.— The "Poefca? Birds. 

By Phil. Robinsoh. ^u^ihot oV"l^o«Wia l^Yr ^x 
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Handsomely printed, price ss. 

Boll of Battle AbbeVi The : 

or, A List of the Principal Warriors who came over from Normandy 
with William the Conqueror, and Settled in this Country, a.d. X066-7. 
With the principal Arms emblazoned in Gold and Colo urs. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, profusely Illustrated, 4s, 6d, each. 

Secret Out " Series, The : 



iS 



The Pyrotechnist's Treasury; Magician's Own Book : 

or. Complete Art of Making Fire- Performances with Cu^s and BaNs. 

works. By Thomas Kbntxsh. With Bggs, Hats, Handkerchiefs, &c. All 

numerous Illustrations. from actual Experience. Edited by 

The Art of Amusing : •J^:J^'^^''S±^^^^^^^^^*' 

A Collection of Graceful ArtSjGames, MagiO N9 Mystpry : ^ ,^ ^ 
Tricks, Puzzles, and Charades. By Tncte wiA Cwrds, Dice, Balls, &c.. 
FiunkBellew. 500 Illustrations. with fulW descriptive Directions; the 

TTonirv -DortVv. Art of SecTet Writing; Training of 

'^S^^^^'u ir T>-« 1* Performing Animals, &c. Coloured 

Very Easy Tricks, Very Difficult Frontispiele and many Illustrations. 

Trick8,WhiteMaeic,SleightofHand. The Seoret Out: 

Edited by W H. Bremer, aoo lUusts. -"SneTSu^d Tricks with Cards, 

The Merry Cirole : and other Recreations ; with Enter- 
A Book of New Intellectual Games taining Experiments in Drawing- 
and Amusements. By Clara Bex.- room or " White Magic." By W. H. 
* LEW. Many Illustrations. Cremer. 300 Engraving s. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Senior.— Travel and Trout in the Antipodes. 

Ad Angler's Sketches in Tasmania and New Zealand. By WzLLiAlf 
Senior (" Red-Spinner"), Author of " By Stream and Sea." 

Shakespeare : 

The Furst Folio SUakespeare.— Mr. William Shakhspbaiis's 
Comedies, Histories, and Tragedies. Published according to the true 
Originall Copies. London. Printed by Isaac Iaooard and £d. Blount. 
1623.— A Reproduction of the extremely rareori^al, in reduced facsimile 
by a photographic process — ensuring the stnctest accuracy in every 
detail. Small 8vo, half-Rozburghe, 7s. 6d. 

The Lansdowne Shakespeare. Beautifully printed in red 
and black, in small but very clear type. With engraved facsimile ef 
Drobshout's Portrait. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d, 

Shakespeare for Children: Tales from Shakespeare. By 
Charles and Mary Lamb. With numerous Illustratioas, coloured and 
plain, by T. Movr Smith. Crown 4to, cloth gilt, 6s. 

The Handbook of Shakespeare Music. Being an Account of 
350 Pieces of Music, set to Words taken from the Plays and Poems of 
Snakespeare, the compositions ranging firom the Elizabethan Age to the 
Present Time. By Alfred Roffs. 4to, half-Rozburghe, 7s. 

A Study of Shakespeare. By Algernon Charlbs Swinburne. 

Cro wn 8vo, cloth eitra, 8s. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with xo full-page Tinted Illustrations, 74. 6d, 

Sheridan's Complete Works, 

with Life and Anecdotes. Including his Dramatic Writings, printed 
from the Original Editions, bis Works in Prose and Poetry, Transla- 
tions. Speeches, Jokes, Puns, Sec. With a Collection of Sheri'^«n^ffiw . 

Demy 8vo, cloth extra, ys, 6d, 

Bhort Sayings of Great Men. 

With Historical and Ezptenstary NotM. Bf SlLH^Ittti IL. fklsKlxVLvk. 
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Croini 8?o, dodi tztn, with too mnstimtioiis, 71. M 

SlAboards: 

Ttaflir Hittofy. W!^ Aaecdotet of FkmoiiiTaTenif and Remarkabis 
Chaiaotwra. By Jacob Lakwoop and JOHW Campew Hottkm. 

Crown 8to. cloth extra, gilt, fit. 64. 

Slang Dictionary, The : 

Etymologicid, Histo ncal, and Anecdotal. 

Exqnititely printed in miniature, doth eztim, gOt edges, as. 6d, 

Smoker's Text-Book, The. 

By J. Ham«r, F.R.S.L. 

Demy 8vo, cloth extra, XUostrated, t4J. 

South-West, The New: 

Travelling Sketches from Kansas, New Mexico, Arizona, and 
Northern Mexico. By Ernst VON Hbssb-Wa&tbgg. With xoo 
fine Illustrations and 3 Maps. [Inpr^aration, 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5^* 

Spalding.— Elizabethan Demonology : 

An Essay in Illustration of the Belief in the Existence of Devils, and 
the Powers possessed by them. By T. Alfred Spalding, LL.B. 

Crown 4to, with Colomvd Illustrations, cloth gilt, 6s. 

Spenser for Children. 

By M. H. TowRY. With Illustrations by Walter J. Morgaw. 
A New Edition, small crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. 

Staunton.— Laws and Practice of Chess ; 

Together with an Analysis of the Openings, and a Treatise on End 
Games. By Howard Staunton. Edited by Robert B. Wormald. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 9s. 

Stedman.— Victorian Poets: 

Critical Essays. By Edmund Clarence Stepman. 

Stevenson (R. Louis), Works by : 

Famlllsur Stadles of Men and Books. By R. Louis Stevenson. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6«. 

New Arabian Nights. By R. Louis Stevenson. New and 
Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 
•* We m%ist place the *New Arabian Nights' very high indeed, almost hers con- 
ponrs, among the fiction of the present rfay."— Pall Mall Gazetth. 

Two Vols., crown 8vo, with numerous Portraits and Illustrations, 245. 

Strahan.— Twenty Years of a Publisher's 

Life. By Alexander Strahan. [In preparation. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, with Illustrations, 7s. 6d, 

Strutt's Sports and Pastimes of the People of 

England ; mcluding the Rural and Domestic Recreations, May 
Games. Mummeries, Shows, Processions, Pageants, and Pompous 
Spectacles, from the EAiWesX'PerVcA \o xk^Pvefteot Time, With 140 
Uustrationt. Ed\te£. b^ 'Wiuak^ ^o^^ 
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Ctown 8vo, wi^ a Map of SatnutMn Londoo, dotii extra, 7s. 6tU 

Suburban Homes (The) of London : 

A Residential Guide to Favourite London Localities, their Society, 
Celebrities, and Associations. With Notes on their Rental, Rates, 
and House Accommodation. 

Crown 8to, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7s. 6d. 

Swift's Choice Works, 

In Prose and Verse. With Memoir, Portrait, and Facsimiles of tha 
Maps in the Original Edition of *' GuUiver's Travels." 



Swinburne's (Algernon 

The QaiBen Mother and Bosa- 
moii£ Fcap. 8vo, 5s. 

AAalanta In Calydon. 

A Kew Edition. Crown 8vo, fit. 

Ohastelard. 

A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, ft, 

^oema and Ballads. 

First Ssribs. Fcap. 8vo, gi . Alto 
fai crown 8vo, at tame price. 

9oem8 and Ballads. 

Sbcomd Series. Fcap. 8vo, 9s. Alto 
in crown Svo, at same price. 

ITotea on Poems and Bevlewa. 
Wmiam Blake : 

A Critical Essay. With Facsimile 
Paintingt. Demy Svo, x6«. 

Songs before Sunrise. 

Crown 8vo, zor. 64. 

Bothwell: 
A Tragedy. Crown Svo, Z2S. fitf. 



C.) Works: 

George Chapman: 
An Essay. Crown 8vo» 71. 

Songs of Two Nations. 
Crown Svo, 6s. 

Essays and Studies. 

Crown Svo, X2S. 

Ereohtheus: 
A Tragedy. Crown Svo, fit. 

Note of an EngllBh RepubUoan 

on the Muscovite Crusade. Svo, is. 

A Note on Charlotte Brontew 

Crown Svo, 65. 

A Study of Shakespeare. 

Crown Svo, Ss. 

Songs of the Springtides. 

Crown Svo, 6s. 

Studies in Song. 

Crown Svo, 7s. 

Mary Stuart: 

A Tragedy. Crown Svo, St. 

Tristram of Lyonesse, and other 
Poems. Crown Svo, gs. 



Medium Svo, cloth extra, with Illastrations, 7s. 6d, 

Syntax's (Dr.) Three Tours, 

In Search of the Picturesque, in Search of Consolation, and in Search 
of a Wife. With the whole of Rowlandson's droll page Illustia- 
tions in Colours, and a Life of the Author by J. C. Hottbn. 



Four Vols, small Svo, cloth boards, 30s. 

Taine's History of English Literature. 

Translated by Hbnry Van Laun. 
*«* Also a Popular Edition, in Two Vols, crown Svo, cloth extra, 151, 

Crown Svo, cloth gilt, profusely Ulostrated, 6f, 

Tales of Old Thule. 

Collected uad Illustrated by ]. MOYm SUtta« 
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Obo VoL, cfOOTi 8fo, doth «ztni. 71. ML 

Tajloi^s (Tom) Historical Dramas: 

*• Oancarty/' •• JeuuM OvG." *« Twist Axe and Crown.** •• Tbe PoqTb 
Ravwge.** '« Aikwright'fl ViniB.*' *• Anna Boleyn,** •• Plot and PMrico.'* 
\* TiM PUyi — y aHo ba fcad ■apanHij, a> la. —oh. 

Grown Sto, cloth eztiB, with nnmeroua XUnstntiooa, 7s. M 

Thackerayana : 

Notes and Anecdotea. mnstnted by m profnsioo of Sketchee bf 
WiLUAM Makspbacb Thackbkat, dopocting Humorous locidenti 
in his School-life, and Fanwrite Characters in the books of his every* 
day reading. With Coloured F^rontispieoe and Hundreds of Wood 
Engravings, fiicsimiled from Mr. Thackeray's Original Drawings. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, with Illustrations, 7<. &I. 

Thomson's Seasons and Castle of Indolence. 

With a Biogn4>hical and Critical Introduction by AUJOl CUNMING- 
HAM, and over 50 fine Illustrations on Steel and Wood. 



Thombory (Walter), Works by: 

Hftonted Ijondon. Edited by Edwajid Walford, M.A. Witii 
Dlustratiaos by F. W. Fairholt, P.SJL Crown 8vo, cloth eatra, 7s. M. 

The Iiife and Ooiregpondenoe of J. M. W. Tomer. Founded 
upon Letters and Papers famished by his Friends and fellow Academi- 
cians. With nomerons lUostrations in Colours, facsimiled from Toner's 
Ori ginal Drawings. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ys, 6d, 

Timbs (John), Works by: 

Clubs and Club lilfe in London. With Anecdotes of its Famons 
Coffise-hoases, Hostelries, and Taverns. With numeroos Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d, 

EngltRh Ecoentrios and Eooentrioities : Stories of Wealth and 

Fashion, Delusions, Impostures, and Fanatic Missions, Strange Sights 

and Sporting Scen^ Eccentric Artists, Theatrical Folks, Men of Letmrs, 

&C. with nearly 50 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ys. 6d. 

Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 14s. 

Torrens.— The Marquess Wellesleyi 

Architect of Empire. An Historic Portrait. Forming Vol. /. 0/ Pro- 
Consul and Tribune: Wbllbslbt and O'Connbu.: Historio 
Portraits. By W. M. Torrens, M.P. In Two Vols. 

Large folio, handsomely bound, 3i«. 6tL 

Tomer's Rivers of England : 

Sixteen Drawings by J. M. W. Turner, R.A., and Three by Tbomas 
GiRTiN, Mezzotinted by Thomas Lupton, Chaklbs Turnbr, and 
other Engravers. With Descriptions by Mrs. Hofland. A New 
Edition, reproduced by Heliograph. Edited by W. Cosmo Monk- 
HOUSB, Author of " The Life of Turner " in the " Great Artists '* 
S eries. iShorily, 

Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Map and Ground-Plans, 145. 

Waicott— Church Work and Life in English 

Minsters ; and the En^^Wdi SXMd«o0C« U»QAsN2»Qin« By ttM Reir. 

MACKBszm E. C. WAixmn^ m^. 
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The Twenty-third Annaal Edition, for 1883, cloth, full gilt, 50s. 

WalforcL— The Comity Families of the United 

Kingdom. By Edward Walford, M.A. Containing Notices of 
the Descent, Birth, Marriage, Education, &c., of more than 12,000 
distinguished Heads of Families, their Heirs Apparent or Presump- 
tive, the Offices they hold or have held, their Town and Country 
Addresses, Clubs, &c. 

Large crown 8vo, cloth antique, with Illustrations, 7s. 6d, 

Walton and Cotton's Complete Angler ; 

or, The Contemplative Man's Recreation ; being a Discourse of Riven, 
Fishponds, Fish and Fishing, written by Izaak Walton ; and In- 
structions how to Angle for a Trout or Grayling in a clear Stream, by 
Charles Cotton. With Original Memoirs and Notes by Sir Harris 
Nicolas, and 61 Copperplate Illustrations. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d, per voliiime« 



Wanderer's Library, The : 



Wanderings in Patagonia; or, 
Life among the Ostrich Hunters. By 
Julius Bbbrborii . Illustrated. 

Oamp Notes: Stories of Sport 
and Adventure in Asia, Africa, and 
America. By Frbdbrick Boyle. 

Savage Life. By Frbdbrick 

BOYLB. 

Merrle England in the Olden 

Time. By Gborob Danibl. With 
Illustrations by Robt. Cruikshank. 

The World Behind the Scenes: 

By Pbrcy Fitzqbrald. 

Olrous Life and Circus Celebri- 
ties. By Thomas Frost. 

The Lives of the Conjurers. 
By Thomas Frost. 

The Old Showmen and the Old 
London Fairs. By Thomas Frost. 

Low-Life Deeps. An Account 
of the Strange Fish to be found there. 
By Jambs Grbenwood. 

The Wilds of London. By 
Jambs Grbbnwood. 



Tunis : The Land and the People. 
By the Chevalier de Hbssb-Waii- 
TBoa. With 22 Illustrations. 

The Life emd Adventures of a 

Cheap Tack. By One of the Frater- 
nity. Edited by Charlbs Hindlby. 

Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings ; 

Including the Origin of Signs, and 
Reminiscences connected with 
Taverns, Coffee Houses, Clubs, &c. 
By Charlbs Hindlby. With lUusts. 

The Genial Showman: Life 
and Adventures of Artemus Ward. 
By E. P. HiNGSTON. Frontispiece. 

The story of the London Parks. 
By Jacob Larwood. With lUnsts. 

London Characters. By Hbnrt 
Mayhbw. Illustrated. 

Seven Generations of Ezeon- 

tioners: Memoirs of the Sanson 
Family (1688 to X847X Edited by 
Henry Sanson. 

Summer Cruising in the South 
Seas. Bv Charlbs Warrbn Stod* 
DARD. lUust. by Charlbs Mackay. 



Carefully printed on paper to imitate the Original, aa in. by 14 in., as. 

Warrant to Execute Charles I. 

An exact Facsimile of this important Document, with the Fifty-nine 
Signatures of the Regicides, and corresponding Seals. 



Beautifully printed on paper to imitate the Original MS., price as. 

Warrant to Execute Mary Queen of Soots. 

An exact Facsimile, including the Signature of Queen Eilaa.W!^^^a^ 
a Facsimile of the Great Seal 



32 BOOKS PUBUSHED BY CHATTO &> WINDUS. 
Cioim 8to, cloth limp, with numeroui Illastrations, 41. 6d, 

Westropp.— Handbook of Pottery and Porce- 
lain ; or, History of those Arts from the Earliest Period. By Hoddbr 
M. Wbstropp. With nmnerons Illustratioiis, and a List of Marks. 

Seventh Edition. Sqtiaie 8vo, zs. 

Whistler v. Ruskin : Art and Art Critics. 

By J. A. Macnbiul Whistler. 



Williams (Mattieu)^ Works by : 

Solence In Short Chapters. By W. Mattisu Williams, 

F.R. A.S., F.C.S. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d, 

A Simple Treatise on Heat. By W. Mattibu Williams, 
F.R.A.S., F.C.S. Crown 8vo, cloth limp, with Illustrations, as. 6tL 

Wilson (Dr. Andrew), Works by : 

Chapters on Bvolution : A Popular History of the Darwinian and 
Allied Theories of Deyelopment. By Andrew Wilson, Ph.D., F.R.S.E. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with 259 Illustrations, 7s. 6d, 

Zjeaves firom a Naturalist's Note-book. By Andrew Wilson, 

Fh.D.. F.R.S.^ (A Volume of " The Mayfah Library.") Post 8vo 
ctoth limp, as. 6J. 

LeiBiure - Time Studies, chiefly Biological. By Andrew 

Wix^aoNf I%.D., F.R.S.E. Second Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with 
lUustrationB, 6s. 

"It 4m well when we can take up the work of a really qualified investigator, 
mho inthe intervals of his more serious professional labours sets himself to impart 
knowledge in such a simple and elementary form as may attract and instruct, 
with no danger of misleading the tyro in natural science. Such a work is this 
little volume^ made up of essays and addresses written and delivered by Dr, 
Andrew Wilson, lecturer and examiner in Science at Edinburgh and Glasgow, 
at leisureintervals in a busy professional life, . . . Dr. WxlsoWs pages teen^ 
with matter stimulating to a healthy love of science and a reverence for the 
truths of nature." — Saturday Review. 

Small 8vo, cloth extra, Illustrated, 65. 

Wooing (The) of the Water Witch : 

A Northern Oddity. By Evan Daldorne. Illust. by J. Moyr Smith. 
Crown Svo, half-bound, 12s. 6d, 

Words^ Facts, and Phrases : 

A Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out-of-the-Way Matters. By 
Elibzer Edwards. 



Wright (Thomas), Works by: 

Caricature History of the Georges. (The House of Hanover.) 
With 400 Pictures, Caricatures, Squibs, Broadsides, Window Pictoies, 
&c. By Thomas Wright, F.S.A. Crown 8to, cloth extra, 75. 6rf. 

History of Carloature and of the Grotesque in Art, Literature,' 

S#iripture, and Painting. B7Ti\o^Ks'W%\c»rt,F.S.A. Profusely lUus- 
fiHted by F. W, Fairhoi.t, ¥.SA. \-«x%«6 v«^^'^^^^2^«^3a.^n%,^, 

/. OODEN and CO.. FRWTlt^S, VJX, ST. ^O^^ «t^^t,^JCi. 



